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Stage Set for Murder 


by John Murray 


i) 


Characters 

Bup Couns, young Broadway director 

Gerry Paice, script girl, Bud’s fiancée 

Mr. Atwater, producer 

CLYDE, young actor, star of “Night of 
Terror” 

Exvoise Lang, his leading lady 

Betsy Preston, frightened girl who 
wrote mysterious letters 

Mrs. CHEEVERS, wardrobe mistress 

Vance Tou.iver, actor, villain in 
“Night of Terror” 

Ep Drake, property manager 

Tre: Night. 

Setrine: The central room of an old, 
deserted house. 

Art Rise: Stage is deserted. Thunder is 
heard off stage. Brersy PRESTON en- 
ters, stares cautiously around, and 
crosses stage. She pauses, listening to 
the faint sound of footsteps off stage. 
Quickly, she retraces her steps and 
exits, closing door. Presently, Bup 


Couuins and GErryY PAIGE enier. 
Bun looks sullenly at Gurry and 
shakes his head. 

Bup: Remind me to order a strait 
jacket the next time I listen to you. 

Gerry: But, Bud — 

Bup: A nice, double-breasted strait 
jacket. Size 40. 

Gerry (Angrily): All right! Make fun 
of me! 

Bup: Make fun of you? Good grief, 
Gerry! I think you’re the one who’s 
pulling my leg. This is the first night 
that I’ve been away from the show 
for two months. We’ve been playing 
to capacity houses and frankly, it 
has me dogged. Now, I could be en- 
joying a nice sirloin steak and French 
fries at my place — but what hap- 
pens? You drag me out in a howling 
rainstorm. 

Gerry: It is not a howling rainstorm! 

Bun: Have it your way. It’s going to 





rain like blazes in a little while. 
Don’t change the subject! You 
dragged me to this broken-down, 
ramshackle, old place! Now that 
we’re here, what are we going to do? 

Gerry: I don’t know. But those 
letters that we received — 

Bun: Those letters! Some crank proba- 
bly wrote them — or some member 
of the cast who wants to have a 
good laugh at our expense. (Reaches 
into pocket and produces note. He 
reads) “It will be to your advantage 
to be present at the Cranford 
Estate on the 17th night of this 
month. If you have wondered about 
the strange death of Roger Preston, 
you might learn some very interest- 
ing details 
ended.” (Folds note and returns it 
to his pocket) 

Gerry: It gives me the creeps! 

Bun: It’s screwy, if you ask me. Why, 
Roger Preston’s been dead for a 
year now — since the opening of his 
play. I’m sure that we’re the victims 
of a practical joke. 

Gerrry: But we had to come here. I 
received the same note, remember? 
We owe it to Roger. We owe it to 
Betsy. 

Bun: Betsy’s been pretty strange since 
her brother’s death. She was foolish 
to refuse the lead in the show. 

Gerry: I understand. How could she 
possibly play in her brother’s play 
after he — 

Bun: I know. (Glances around) Now 
that we’re here at the request of 
some screwball, we’re stymied. What 
are we supposed to wait for — the 
ghost of Roger Preston? 

Gerry: Bud, please! 


before the night is. 


Bup (Soberly): I’m sorry, Gerry, I 
don’t know why I said that. (Crash 
of thunder) And I’m glad that you 
made me come here. Poor Roger! 
I often wondered about him. 

Gerry (Quickly): Do you think that 
someone killed him? 

Bup: I don’t know. The police 
handled the case very well. They 
were convinced that his death was 
an accident. After the investiga- 
tion, it was concluded that Roger 
Preston was killed by a leak in the 
gas fireplace. Someone might have 
killed him, but there wasn’t a shred 
of evidence. 

Gerry: We owe a lot to Roger. 

Bun: His play gave me my first break 
on Broadway. 

Gerry: It’s wonderful, Bud, and I’m 
terribly proud of you. 

Bup: It wasn’t all my doing. Don’t 
forget, I have the best script girl in 
the business. 

Gerry: Anyone could do my job. 

Bup: I have my doubts about that. I 
wouldn’t plan to propose to any old 
script girl. 

Gerry: Be serious, Bud. What about 
those notes? 

Bup: I don’t know. I can’t imagine 
what anyone would know about 
Roger’s death. 

Gerry: And why invite us here? 
Heavens, this old mansion has been 
closed for years! Why didn’t the 
person go to the police? Why send 
for us? 

Bup: Hey! You’re shooting them at 
me too fast! I don’t know what’s 
behind this, but I’m going to find 
out. (Gerry suddenly grips his 
arm.) What’s the matter? 





Gerry: Footsteps. There’s someone 
out in the hall. (Bup cocks his ear 
and nods.) : 

Bup (Whispering): Sounds like more 
than one. 

Gerry: I’m frightened. (He cautions 
her to silence as they step behind door. 
There is a crash of thunder as the door 
slowly opens. Mr. ATwaTER, CLYDE 
and Evorse enter. As they enter, 
Bup and Gerry step from their 
hiding place. Everyone registers sur- 
prise.) 

Bup: Mr. Atwater! Clyde! 
What are you doing here? 
Atwater: Hello, Collins, Gerry. I 
might ask you the same question. 
CrypeE: You took ten years off my life. 

ELorse: Same here! 

Gerry: Don’t tell me! Each of you 
got a note requesting that you come 
to the Cranford Mansion. 

Atwater: That’s right, Gerry. How 
did you know? 

Bun: We got letters, too. 


Eloise! 


ATWATER: It was against my better 
judgment to come here. 

Exo1se: I wouldn’t have missed it for 
the world. Why, it’s just like our 
play. 

Criype: Roger’s play! 


You're right, 
Eloise. I’ve played the lead in 
“Night of Terror” for a year now, 
and I feel as though I’m speaking my 
original lines. 

Arwater: You and Eloise are featured 
in the cast, but why should our 
poison-pen friend include me? I 
only produced the show! 

Bun: It seems that everyone who has 
anything to do with the play has 
been invited here! 


Gerry: But why? 
heard off stage.) 

Bup: It sounds as though we have 
more visitors. Maybe the entire 
first-night audience received letters, 
too! (Mrs. Cuegevers, Vance To.- 
LIVER and Ep Drake enter.) 

Mrs. Cuuevers: Well, I declare! 

Gerry: Hello, Mrs. Cheevers. Ed 
Drake! It must have taken a lot of 
persuading to get our property 
manager out tonight. (CLYDE glares 
at VANCE.) 

Criyve: I thought that I was going to 
enjoy my night off! What are you 
doing here, Vance? 

Vance: I received a note asking me to 
come here. Not that it’s any of your 
business. (Bows to Exorse) Hello, 
Eloise. 

Ex.orsE (Coldly): Hello, Vance. (She 
moves away as he steps in her direc- 
tion. He clucks disapprovingly.) 

Vance: Now, is that any way to treat 
a fellow actor? We are in the same 
play. 

E.orsE: I’ve been trying to forget that 
for the past year. 

CiypE: Why don’t you leave her 
alone? Can’t you see that she’s try- 
ing to avoid you? 

Vance: Are you afraid of competition, 
Clyde? Maybe you’ve been the fair- 
haired boy around the theatre too 
long. (CuiypE steps forward with 
clenched fists. Bup steps between 
CLYDE and VANCE.) 

Bup: Knock it off! We have enough 
trouble without trying to keep you 
two guys apart. Take it easy! 

Gerry: Bud’s right. This is no time to 
start an argument. (VANCE and 
Cuype glare at each other. CLYDE 


(Footsteps are 





walks to sofa and sits.) Now I sup- 
pose that everyone received a note 
telling him to be here tonight. That 
note mentioned something about 
Roger Preston’s death. (Everyone 
nods.) 

Mrs. Cuerevers: And it would be 
tonight! My lumbago’s giving me 
the miseries. 

Ep (Nodding) : I never thought there’d 
be nights like this when I became a 
property manager. 

Bup: Let’s get down to business. 
(Pointing) Mr. Atwater, you’re the 
producer. I’m the director. Gerry 
handles the script details. 

ATWATER: Hang it all, we know that! 

Bun: I’m merely reviewing the case. 
Mrs. Cheevers is the seamstress. 
Clyde, Eloise, Vance — you’re the 
three characters in the play. 


Atwater: Characters is right! I’m 


sick and tired of all this bickering on 
my time and money! 

Bun: Ed, you’re in charge of all props 
and settings for the play. O.K. All 
present and accounted for! 

Gerry: It’s uncanny! 

ATWATER (Quickly): And highly ir- 


regular! I warn you. The person 
responsible for this outrage will be 
sorry! 

Vance (Bored): Oh, come off it, Mr. 
Atwater. All right! You put the 
money up for the play. It’s paid 
off in good dividends. “Night of 
Terror” has been a sellout since 
opening night. You have no com- 
plaint. 

ATWATER: How dare you! 

Bun: We're not going to get anywhere 
if we keep arguing among ourselves. 
Does anyone know why someone 


would send these notes? (Hveryone 
shakes his head.) 

CuiypeE: We all knew Roger Preston, 
but who would know anything 
about his death? 

Vance: Maybe someone knows more 
than he cares to admit. 

CriypE: What do you mean by that? 

Vance: Well, his death came at a very 
convenient time. Where are the 
earnings from his play? 

AtwaTER: I am the executor for the 
estate of Roger Preston — and you 
know it! According to Preston’s will, 
Betsy Preston has received her ac- 
corded share of royalties. 

Vance (Slowly): Yes, but can we be 
sure of that? 

ATWATER: What are you trying to say? 

Vance: There’s a lot of money at 
stake. A lot of money. Maybe 
someone was determined that Roger 
should never receive that money. 
(ATWATER strides forward.) 

Atwater: I don’t like your insinu- 
ations —and I’ll see that you’re 
thrown out of the play! 

Vance: I am the play! 

Atwater: You’re a broken-down old 
ham who happened to make good! 
You'll be replaced within a week. 
(VANCE smiles smugly.) 

Vance: Maybe I’ll not be the only one 
who'll leave when we learn what 
happened to Roger Preston. (Bup 
pounds on table.) 

Bup: Look! We’re all here for the 
same reason, and I’m tired of wast- 
ing time. (Turning) Mr. Atwater, 
I think that Clyde, Vance and you 
should look upstairs. The rest of us 
can search the downstairs rooms. 

Mrs. Cueevers: I’m not roaming 





around in this place of the devil! 
(Clap of thunder) 

Bup: Don’t let your nerves get the 
best of you, Mrs. Cheevers. I still 
think all this is some poor kind of 
practical joke. 

Mrs. CuHeevers: Is that the truth, Mr. 
Bud? 

Bup: I’m sure of it. (Turns to Ep 
Drake) Are you willing to help us 
search? (Ep nods.) Good! You and 
Mrs. Cheevers can take the rooms 
in the back of the house! Eloise can 
join the men upstairs. 

Exorse: I suppose that I’ll be referee 
most of the time. 

Bup: No, I think that everyone will 
keep his head. 

Vance: You sound like a Boy Scout 
doing his good deed for the day. 
Where will you be while everyone is 
ransacking this old morgue? 

Bup: I'll be looking around, too. 
Someone has a pretty strong motive 
for bringing us here, and it’s up to 
all of us to find it. 

Vance: All right, but it sounds like a 
witch hunt to me. 

Gerry: Maybe you're right, Vance, 
but we can’t take any chances. 
(ATwaTER, CLYDE, VANCE, ELOISE, 
Mrs. CHEEvERS, and Ep exit. Bup 
wipes his brow.) 

Bup: I’m glad that bunch is gone. If 
we get through this night without a 
battle royal, we'll be lucky. 

Gerry: They are terribly jumpy. Do 
you think that one of them is hiding 
something? 

Bup: I don’t know, but standing 
around asking questions isn’t going 
to help. I think I’d better join Mrs. 
Cheevers and Ed. 


Gerry: Do you have a flashlight? 

Bup: No, I forgot to bring one. But, 
look! (Points to ceiling) The lights 
are turned on! 

Gerry: That’s right! But this place 
has been closed for years! 

Bun: Our host has provided us with all 
the comforts of home. (Séares 
around) And this room. (Pointing) 
The fireplace — that old picture — 
the covered furniture. Doesn’t this 
place remind you of something? 

Gerry: I don’t know — Wait! Yes! 
Of course! Why, it’s a duplicate of 
the “Night of Terror’ set! 

Bup: The “Night of Terror’’! 

Gerry: It must be a coincidence. 

Bup: No, I don’t think so. (Points at 
painting above fireplace) Unless I 
miss my guess, that picture was 
taken from our prop room. 

Gerry: I don’t understand — 

Bun: I think that someone is trying to 
re-create the play — right in this 
very house! (Clap of thunder) 

Gerry: Why? 

Bup: Maybe the secret of Preston’s 
death is in the play. I don’t know. 
Gerry: The play? I don’t get the con- 
nection. The play deals with a 
Jekyll-Hyde character who turns 

into a crazed killer. 

Bup (Nodding): And, even though I 
don’t like Vance Tolliver, I must 
admit that he plays the role to the 
hilt. 

Gerry: His make-up is good. (Cringes) 
That shaggy costume — that terri- 
ble mask! 

Bun: Take it easy, or you'll be seeing 
hobgoblins! I’m going to have a 
look around. 

Gerry: You can do as you please, but 





I’m going to stay right here. 

Bun: Are you crazy? 

Gerry: Roger Preston was a friend of 
mine. I’m not afraid. (Clap of 
thunder. She falls into Bup’s arms.) 
Not much, anyway. 

Bun: I don’t think that I should leave 
you. 

Gerry: Nothing will happen to me. 
There are too many people around. 

Bun: Yes, that’s what I’ve been think- 
ing. One of them might have 
written the letters. 

Gerry: Now, who’s seeing hobgoblins? 
(Pushes Bup) I'll be waiting for you. 

Bun: I'll be right back. (Bup ezits. 
Left alone, Gerry walks around the 
room. She pauses in meditation before 
the Civil War portrait. Her back is 
turned toward the wall panel nearest 
the fireplace. Slowly the panel moves 
inward. A hand, sharp-clawed and 
matted with fur, emerges from the 
opening. The fingers reach towards 
Grrry’s throat. When the fingers are 
but a few inches away, a deafening 
crash of thunder is heard and GERRY 
screams and jumps with sudden fright. 
She moves quickly from the fireplace. 
The hand retreats and the panel 
closes. After regaining her composure, 
she cocks her head, as though listening 
to some sound off left. She quickly 
crosses stage and throws the door open. 
Betsy Preston stumbles uncere- 
moniously into the room.) 

Gerry: Betsy! Betsy Preston! What 
are you doing here? 

Betsy: Gerry Paige! (She grips Gerry’s 
hands.) Thank heavens, it’s you! 
I know that I can trust you. 

Gerry: What’s the matter? You look 
terrible. 


Betsy (Nodding): There’s something 
terribly wrong in this house. 

Gerry: You're telling me! Why, the 
whole company of the play is here. 
(Bites lip) I’m sorry, Betsy. I 
shouldn’t have mentioned the play. 

Bersy: It’s all right. I’m used to 
Roger’s being gone now— but I 
want to know what happened to my 
brother. 

Gerry: Do you think that he was 
murdered? 

Betsy: I don’t know. I’m so confused. 

Gerry: Someone thinks that it was 
murder. We got letters telling us 
that — (Brersy waves her hand.) 

Betsy: I know. I sent those letters! 

Gerry: You sent those letters? (Betsy 
nods silently.) Then it was you who 
invited us here. You said that you’d 
tell us something about Roger’s 
death. 

Bersy: Yes, but I can’t talk about it 
now. 

Gerry: Why did you write those 
letters? 

Betsy: Someone told me to do it. 

Gerry: Then it wasn’t your idea? 

Bersy: No! Please, Gerry. I can’t 
betray a trust. I can’t mention the 
person who asked me to write. He 
said that he knew something about 
Roger — that someone connected 
with the play killed him. He said 
that I should invite everyone here 
and we’d get a confession from the 
killer. (Quickly) You mustn’t tell 
anyone. You mustn’t give me 
away. 

Gerry (Slowly): It’s a promise, but 
I don’t get it. 

Betsy: It was his idea to duplicate the 
set of the “Night of Terror.” He 





said something about a psychological 
effect on the killer. 

Gerry: Bud Collins noticed that the 
room was arranged like the set. 
(Suddenly) But Bud didn’t have 
anything to do with Roger’s death. 
I know it! 

Bersy: I’m not saying that Bud killed 
my brother. 

Gerry: No, but your so-called friend 
might insinuate that any of us is 
guilty. You must tell me — (Breaks 
off as screams and running footsteps 
are heard off stage left.) That sounds 
like Mrs. Cheevers! Let’s hurry! 
(Gerry exits left. Brrsy stands 
transfixed in a moment of horror.) 

Betsy (Slowly): But he promised that 
no one would be hurt. He promised. 
(Fireplace panel opens and Monster- 
Man emerges. The Monster pounces 
at Bersy as she turns. Before she can 
scream, a hand is clamped over her 


mouth. The Monster drags her through 


the paneled compartment. As the 
panel closes, a fragment of her dress 
is caught in the opening. Voice and 
running footsteps are heard off stage. 
Gerry, Ep, Bup and Mrs. CHEEvV- 
ERS enter. Bup and Ep support the 
prostrate Mrs. Cuervers. She sobs 
hysterically as they usher her to sofa. 
GERRY stares around curiously, sud- 
denly noticing Brersy’s absence.) 

Mrs. Cueevers (Between sobs): I 
want to leave this house. 

Bup: Take it easy, Mrs. Cheevers. 
What happened? (She shakes her 
head violently. Bup turns to Ep.) 

Ep: We were searching those rooms 
outside, just like you said. Mrs. 
Cheevers walked into a little room 
off the pantry while I stayed in the 
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dining room. I heard her scream. I 
found her on the floor. 

Bun: | know it’s been a rough ordeal, 
Mrs. Cheevers, but you must tell us 
what happened. 

Mrs. Cueevers (Sobbing): It was ter- 
rible. There he was, standing there, 
grinuing at me. It was — (Covers 
eyes) 

Bup: What did you see? 

Mrs. CHEEverS: It was he. 
Monster-Man! 

Bun: The Monster-Man? 

Mrs. CHeevers: Just like the play. 
Standing there with that terrible 
face — those awful claws. When he 
saw me, he disappeared right through 
the wall. 

Bun; But that doesn’t make any sense. 

Mrs. CuHeevers: I don’t care. I know 
what I saw — and I want to get out 
of this place. (Renews sobs) 

Bun: It’s crazy! How could anyone 
disappear through a wall? 

Gerry (Suddenly): Betsy! 

Ep: Betsy? 

Gerry: Betsy Preston. I saw her. 
She’s here — in this house. 

Bup: What are you talking about? 

Gerry: It’s the truth. She told me 
that she wrote those letters telling 
us to come here. She was terribly 
frightened. 

Bun: Why did she write them? 

Gerry: Someone told her to invite us 
here — someone who said that we’d 
find Roger’s murderer. 

Bun: Who told her? (Ep is shaken.) 

Gerry; She didn’t have a chance to 
tell me. When I heard Mrs. Cheev- 
ers scream, I ran out. Betsy stayed 
here. 

Ep: Where is she now? 


The 





Gerry: I don’t know. 

Bup: We must find her. She has to 
tell us who instructed her to write 
those notes. (Glances around) Where 
are the others, anyway? 

Ep: That’s right. They must have 
heard Mrs. Cheevers. 

Gerry: Oh, Bud, I’m frightened! 

Mrs. CuHEEvers (Rising): I’m not 
going to stay here another minute. 
We'll all be murdered! 

Bup: We have to stay here. And we 
must keep calm! Panic! That’s 
what someone wants us to do. 
(Starts to search the room) You left 
Betsy in this room, Gerry? (She 
nods.) It seems strange that she sud- 
denly decided to leave. (GERRY 
joins Bup’s search as Ep comforts 
Mrs. CHEEVERS. GERRY sleps to 
panel near fireplace. She examines 
it closely.) 

Gerry: Bud, come here. 
her.) 

Bun: What is it? 

Gerry: This torn cloth. It’s caught in 
the wall panel. (Bup kneels and 
frees cloth. He examines it intently. 
He whistles softly.) 

Bun: That cloth seemed to come right 
through the wall! 

Gerry: It’s a piece of Betsy’s dress. I 
recognize it. She was wearing a 
flowered dress. 

Bun: How did it get there? 

Gerry: The play again! There’s a 
sliding panel in our play! (Points 
at panel) There must be a passage on 
the other side of the wall! 

Bun: Fantastic! 

Gerry: Where is Betsy now? I left 
her here a few minutes ago. Some- 
one-—something is behind that 


(He joins 


sliding panel! (CLypr, Evorse and 
ATWATER enter.) 

ATWATER: What’s going on here? 

Bup: That’s what I’d like to know. 
Something frightened Mrs. Cheev- 
ers. Why didn’t you hear her 
screams? Where did you go? 

ATWATER (Impatienily): We were up- 
stairs — and I’m sick of this police 
nonsense! You have no right to 
order us around. 

Bup: This is a police matter, I’m 
afraid. Betsy Preston has dis- 
appeared. 

Cuiype: Betsy —in this house? If 
anything happened to her, I’ll — 
Bup (Quickly): There’s no time to ex- 
plain now. We must find her. 
(Points at panel) Here! Everyone 
help me push on this panel. There’s 
something on the other side of the 

wall. 

Atwater: I think you’re mad! 

Bun: Mad or not, I’ll need your help. 
(ArwaTeR, CiypE, and Ep push 
heavily against the panel.) 

Crypve: I think it’s moving. 

Bup (Straining): Push harder! (Their 
efforts are renewed. Finally, the panel 
is pushed inward. The men step back. 
The women watch fearfully in the 
background.) 

Ep: I think I see something moving. 

Bun: Yes, there is something. (VANCE’s 
tall form suddenly appears in the 
doorway.) 

Crype: Tolliver! 

Bup: Look out! 
matter with him! (VANCE séares 
glassily at the audience. His body is 
erect, immobile. His face is deathly 
white. As everyone stands rooted in 
horror, VANCE’s body lurches forward 


Something’s the 





and crashes heavily to the floor. The 
women scream. Bup and CiypeE rush 
to the body and kneel.) 

Ep: What’s the matter with him? 

Bup (Looking up): He’s dead. Stran- 
gled! 

Mrs. Cueevers (Hysterically): It’s 
the work o’ the devil! It’s the 
Monster-Man! (She cries aloud and 
sinks to sofa. Bup points at body.) 

Bup: Let’s get him out of here. 

Atwater: The pantry. We'll take him 
to the pantry until the police arrive. 
(Struggling under ar burden, Ep, 
Criypg, Bup an« ATWATER exit with 
Vancer’s body. Exorse and GERRY 
comfort Mrs. Cuervers. The men 
re-enter.) 

Bup: There’s a phone in the pantry, 
but the service is dead. 

Gerry: Then our friend didn’t leave 
us with any communication. And 
another thing. It’s never been 
explained why no one heard Mrs. 
Cheevers scream. No one upstairs, 
I mean. 

ATWATER (Insistently) : We heard noth- 
ing. 

Bup: Soundproofed! 
soundproofed! 

Evoise: That means that no one can 
hear us. What are we going to do? 

AtwaTER: The front door! We must 
get out of here. 

Bun: There still may be time. Get to 
the front door, Clyde. I’ll try the 
back. (They exit, right and left 
respectively. ) 

Exorse: And I noticed that the win- 
dows are barred. 

Gerry: Yes, that’s right. I saw that, 
too. 


The house is 


ExorsE: How are we going to get out 
of this place? (Bun returns.) 

Bun: It’s no use. The back door is 
locked fast. The windows are barred, 
too. (CLYDE returns.) 

CuiypE: The front door won’t budge. 
We’re trapped! 

Gerry: Can we break it down? 

Criype (Grimly): It’s solid oak. It'll 
take a better man than I. 

Atwater: This is ridiculous! No man 
can be kept prisoner. I won’t stand 
for it. 

Bun: I’m afraid you'll have to take it, 
Mr. Atwater. That’s the murderer’s 
purpose. 

Ciype: Betsy! We still haven’t found 
her. (Stares at open panel) Do you 
think she’s in there — somewhere? 

Bun: I don’t know, but we’re going to 
to find out. 

Gerry: Oh, Bud, you’re not going 
into that terrible place. 

Bup: We have no choice. There’s no 
way of getting help. And I’m not 
going to sit around here while every- 
one else is murdered! 

Mrs. CHEEvERS (Rises and screams): 
The Monster-Man! He’s going to 
murder us all! 

Bup: He’s not going to murder anyone. 
We'll stay together — and we'll lick 
this thing! 

Mrs. Currvers: There’s nothing we 
can do against the work o’ the devil! 

Bup: Yes, Mrs. Cheevers. We’re not 
working against the supernatural. 
Someone very real persuaded Betsy 
to write those notes. Someone very 
determined murdered Vance Tolli- 
ver. (Clap of thunder) Which re- 
minds me. You said that the 





Monster-Man was in the pantry. 
(She nods.) That must mean that 
this place is honeycombed with 
passageways. Betsy might be any- 
place. 

Curve: That’s not very helpful. We 
have to find her! 

E.orse: You seem terribly interested, 
Clyde. (He nods slowly.) 

Cryve: That’s right, Eloise. I thought 
I’d forgotten Betsy after everything 
that happened. She went away 
after Roger’s death and I felt that 
she didn’t care for me. But it’s 
different now. I love Betsy and 
I’m going to find her. I don’t care 
what happened. I’m going to find 
the man who—(Bup waves his 
hand.) 

Bun: Wait a minute! (He turns and 
points a finger of accusation at Ep) 
You — Ed! You’re responsible for 
this! 

Ep (Flustered): What are you talking 
about? 

Bup: You told Betsy to write those 
letters. You re-created the play set! 

Gerry: Bud, are you sure? 

Bup: It has to be that way. (Points at 
Jireplace portrait) That picture. You 
wanted to re-create the scene of 
“Night of Terror,” but you went too 
far. That picture is from our prop 
room. Only you would have access 
to that place. Yes, you were too 
perfect. You gave yourself away. 
It’ll be easy to check, you know. 
All of the props are numbered and 
catalogued. (Walks to picture and 
prepares to remove it from the wall.) 

Ep (Starting towards him): Don’t 
bother to look. Yes, the picture is a 
prop. I put it there. I told Betsy to 


write the letters. But I didn’t kill 
Tolliver. I swear that I didn’t kill 
him! (Bup and CiypeE grasp Ep’s 
wrists and seat him on sofa, then re- 
lease their grips.) 

Cuype: You'd better start explaining. 
Where is Betsy? (Ep points to open 
panel.) 

Ep: She might be in there. I don’t 
know. 

Bup: You took the Monster-Man 
costume, too? 

Ep: Yes. 

Gerry: But, why? 

Ep: I wanted to find out the truth 
about Roger Preston’s death. I was 
convinced that the murderer would 
be among the persons here tonight. 
I put on the costume. Mrs. Cheev- 
ers saw me and screamed. I stepped 
through an opening in the pantry, 
then I took off the costume and 
joined the others. 

Bup: Do you mean that someone else 
put the costume on and kidnapped 
Betsy? 

Ep: I don’t know. I’m telling you the 
truth. 

Ciype: I don’t believe you. You're 
lying to us. First, you persuaded 
Betsy to write those letters. (Ep 
nods.) Second, you paraded around 
in that costume. Now, that doesn’t 
make sense. 

Bup: That’s right, Ed. It looks bad 
for you. 

Ep: I’m telling you the truth. 

Bup: If it’s the truth, then you’re 
shielding someone. 

Ep: No! 

Bup: Someone who has a hold on you. 
Someone who threatened to ex- 
pose you if you didn’t go along 





with the scheme. All right! I'll 
take it for granted that you told 
Betsy to write those letters. But, 
someone else, someone in this house, 
gave you instructions — someone 
who wanted us to be here. 

Ep: No! 

Bun: Vance Tolliver learned about the 
whole thing. The murderer had to 
dispose of him. You have to tell us 
the whole truth, Ed. The person 
that you’re protecting is no friend of 
yours. He’ll pin a murder rap on 
you. 

Gerry: Do you think that’s true? 

Bun: I’m sure of it. (Jo Ep) You’re 
trying to protect someone — because 
you're afraid. What does the mur- 
derer have on you? Who are you 
trying to protect? (Ep gasps, sinks 
back on sofa and buries his head in his 
hands. He shakes his head slowly.) 

Criyve (Angrily): I’ll get the truth out 
of him. 

Bup: No. Rough stuff won’t help. 
He’s too frightened to talk. 

Ciype: What are you going to do? 

Bun: First of all, I think we’d better 
look for Betsy and make sure that 
she’s all right. 

CiypeE: Good! I’ll search the passage. 

Bup: It won’t be as easy as that. 
There are many passages in this 
place. We've already proved that. 
Atwater, you and I — we’ll make a 
complete search, but we must make 
sure that no one gets lost. (CLYDE 
poinis at Ep.) 

CriypE: What about him? 
leave him alone. 

Bup: You're right. He’s going to tell 
us everything when the time comes. 
(Pushes Ep to his feet) There’s a 


We can’t 
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small closet off the pantry. It has 
an outside slide lock. I think it will 
hold him while we look for Betsy. 

CuiypE: That’s a good idea. (He grabs 
Ep’s arm.) 

Bup: Be careful of him. He mustn’t 
get away. 

Cuiypve: I’d like to see him try it. 
(Clenches fist) Yes, I’d like to see 
that. (CLYDE and Ep ezit.) 

Bun: Gerry, I want you and Eloise to 
take Mrs. Cheevers upstairs. You’ll 
be safe there. 

Gerry: What about Betsy? I can’t 
stand idly by while she’s still 
missing. 

Bup: We'll do everything we can to 
find her. Please listen to me — and 
do as I say. 

Gerry: All right, Bud. 

CiypE (Enters, brushing hands to- 
gether): He’s locked in the closet. I 
don’t think he’ll escape. There isn’t 
any fight left in him. 

Bup: No, I think that he’s more 
frightened than any of us. 

ATWATER (Impatienily): Well, let’s get 
started. We have to find that girl. 
(ATwaTER, Bup and CLYDE step to 
panel entrance. Bun turns.) 

Bup: I hope we won’t be too long, 
Gerry. (GERRY nods. Bup gives her 
a wave of confidence and he, ATWATER 
and Cyd: exit. Bun’s voice is heard 
off stage.) Look! There are three 
passages. Atwater, you take the one 
on the left. Clyde, try the right. 
I’m going to have a look down this 
one. 

ATWATER (Off-siage): It’s dark in here. 
I can’t see. 

Bup (Off-stage) : Here aresome matches. 
(Their voices fade in the distance.) 





Exorse: Let’s get upstairs. I’m afraid 
down here. 

Gerry: I’m going to stay here. 

Exotse: But, Gerry — 

Gerry: I must stay. Betsy’s my best 
friend. Maybe they’ll need me when 
they find her. Maybe I can help 
them search, myself! 

ELo1se: But you heard what Bud said. 

Gerry: He’ll never know. Please, 
Eloise, take Mrs. Cheevers upstairs. 
There’s something that puzzles me 
about this whole business. And 


yet — 

Evotse: Yes? 

Gerry: I think I’m terribly close to 
Something that Vance 


the truth. 
said — 

Exorse: Do you think that Vance 
knew the murderer? (GerRRY nods 
quickly, helps Mrs. CHEEVERS rise.) 

Gerry (Jo Mrs. CHEEvERS): Please 
go with Eloise. She’ll take care of 
you. 

Mrs. Cueevers (Rolling her eyes): 
It’s the house o’ the devil. We'll all 
be murdered. (Ex.otse and Mrs. 
CHEEVERS exit. GERRY sits on sofa 
and props her head in her hands. 
She seems to be lost in thought.) 

Gerry (Slowly): Now what did Vance 
say? Something about — (Her voice 
trails off and she suddenly rises. Her 
face brightens.) Of course! That’s 
it! Why didn’t anyone think of that 
before? It has to be right! It has to 
be! (Pause) Bud! I must find Bud 
right away. If I’m right, then he’s 
in terrible danger! (She starts towards 
panel entrance. As she approaches, 
ATWATER, dressed in the Monster- 
Man’s costume, steps forward. GERRY 
retreats, screams with fright. Art- 


WATER follows.) Ed— Ed! How 
did you get out of that room? 
(ATWATER continues his approach.) 
Oh, I know your scheme. I’m not 
afraid of you. You needn’t pretend 
any longer. (When ATWATER reaches 
her, she rips off the Monster-Man’s 
headgear. She steps back again.) 
Mr. Atwater! It’s you! 

AtwaTER: That was a foolish thing to 
do. (Grips her arm) And I advise 
you not to scream. I’ve killed one 
person tonight because he threatened 
to expose me. 

Gerry: Then I was right. That’s why 
you had to kill Vance. He suspected 
that you, as executor of Roger 
Preston’s estate, were not giving 
Betsy Preston the full royalties of 
the play. He hinted at that tonight. 
Oh, we should have listened to him! 

Atwater: No one will ever listen to 
him again. 

Gerry: And Betsy? What have you 
done to her? 

Atwater: I’ll attend to her, in good 
time. After I’m finished with you! 

Gerry: You're insane! 

Atwater: Insane? No, I think not. 
I don’t think that anyone will sus- 
pect me. I’ve been planning this 
whole thing for almost a year. Yes, 
I must have thought about it ever 
since Roger Preston’s accidental 
death. 

Gerry: An accident? Then he wasn’t 
murdered? 

Atwater: Of course not. It was easy 
to sow the seed of suspicion in 
people’s minds. I became the execu- 
tor of his estate. The disposition of 
his property was given me. When 
“Night of Terror’ became a hit, 





there was a great deal of money in- 
volved. Yes, a great deal of money. 

Gerry: The money belonged to Betsy! 

ATWATER (Angrily): Why should she 
have it? I produced the play. I took 
all the financial risk. No, I wasn’t 
going to share it with anyone. The 
money belonged to me. (Smiles 
grimly) Then I thought of a way to 
get that money. 

Gerry: Yes? 

Atwater: If something happened to 
Betsy Preston while everyone con- 
cerned was present in this house, the 
suspicion of guilt might fall any- 
where. I wanted to get rid of her — 
and I wanted the blame to rest on 
someone else! 

Gerry: And Ed? 

Atwater: Ed Drake would follow my 
instructions. When I told him that 
I had a plan to trap Roger Preston’s 
murderer, he was a willing dupe. I 
told him to get Betsy Preston’s help. 
He was to contact her and suggest 
that she write the letters to the 
members of the cast. 

Gerry: But I don’t understand. Why 
was Ed willing to do all that for you? 

Atwater: Shall we call it an old, out- 
standing debt? I’ve known Ed 
Drake for years, you see. There 
was a question of a theatre em- 
bezzlement in the South. The au- 
thorities thought that a certain 
property man had run away with 
the cash receipts. 

Gerry: Ed Drake? I can’t believe it. 

Atwater: It wasn’t important whether 
he took the money or not. I was 
with the theatre company at the 
time — and I know that the police 
are still looking for Ed Drake. 


13 


There was some very incriminating 
evidence left at the scene of the 
crime, evidence that branded him a 
thief! 

Gerry: Evidence? You were with the 
show? (Suddenly) You took the 
money and blamed Ed for it. 

ATWATER: You're a very bright girl. 

Gerry: And you blackmailed poor Ed. 
You threatened to expose him to the 
police. 

AtwaTER: Yes, everything pointed to 
Drake. I saw to that! He was will- 
ing to listen to me—and very 
unwilling to expose me after Vance 
Tolliver’s death! 

Gerry: But why did you kill Vance? 

ATWATER: I think you already know 
that. Vance realized that I was the 
executor of the estate. If he pressed 
an investigation, the authorities 
might learn some very interesting 
things about my — management. 
No, I had to silence him. (Laughs) 
I wanted to kill Betsy, but I had to 
silence Vance first. Two birds with 
one stone! (His fingers tighten around 
Gerry’s wrist.) We mustn’t talk 
any longer. The others will be back 
soon. (GERRY looks at panel en- 
trance as though she is sparring for 
time.) 

Gerry: And you knew about the 
passages in this house? 

ATWATER: The Cranford Estate was a 
favorite haunt of mine as a child. 
Yes, I knew everything about the 
house. It was ideal for my purpose. 
I got the ball rolling by persuading 
Ed to wear the Monster-Man’s 
costume. Mrs. Cheevers saw him 
and screamed. Perfect! The scene 
was set. After she screamed, Ed 





returned to the passage and left the 
costume. (Draws himself to full 
height) Then the show was mine! 
I took over after that. 

Gerry: You put the costume on and 
kidnapped Betsy. (ATWATER nods.) 
Vance must have been suspicious 
and followed you into the passage. 
You had to kill him. Then you left 
Betsy and the costume in the pas- 
sage, and returned to join us in this 
room. You didn’t have time to kill 
Betsy. You planned to return later 
for that. But you didn’t realize 
that a scrap of her dress had caught 
in the panel. (Points at panel) 
You didn’t expect us to find Vance’s 
body so soon. 

Arwater: Very clever! Of course, no 
one will ever hear your story. Ed 
Drake will be charged with the 
murders of Vance and Betsy. Who 
will believe him? No, I thought of 
everything. 

Gerry: No! Drake will tell every- 
thing! I know that you blackmailed 
him and I’ll help clear his name. 
Then he’ll expose you! (ATWATER 
shrugs.) 

Atwater: Who knows? Perhaps I 
won't have to take that chance. 
Remember, there’s a passage to the 
pantry. It will be a simple matter 
to slip in there, release the bolt of the 
closet door and take care of him. 
His death will be listed as a suicide 
—after committing triple murder. 
He admitted that he arranged to 
have Betsy write those letters. Oh, 
yes! It will be an easy matter to 
prove that he murdered Vance — 
that he murdered Betsy — and that 
he murdered you! (With a sudden 


lunge, he springs at Grrry’s throat. 
She tries to elude him, but he grabs her 
heavily and hurls her upon the sofa. 
Bup enters through panel. A _ brief 
struggle ensues. ATWATER is quickly 
CLYDE enters through 


subdued. 
panel.) 

Cuiype: Betsy! I found her! She’s 
tied up in the passage. Thank 
heavens, she’s safe! What’s going 
on here? 

Bun: We just caught a murderer, that’s 
all. And I heard enough of his con- 
fession to fix him for good. Here, 
Clyde; take him out to the pantry 
closet. Release Ed Drake. And 
you'll probably find the keys for the 
front door in Atwater’s pocket. Lock 
him in the closet until we can get the 
police. (CiyYpE bustles ATWATER to 
exit. They leave. Gerry suddenly 
collapses into Bup’s arms.) 

Gerry: Oh, it was terrible! He was 
going to kill me. 

Bun: Yes, I heard everything. 

Gerry: And he said that he would — 
(Stops suddenly and straightens) You 
heard everything? 

Bup (Nodding): In the passage. I was 
suspicious of that guy, but I had to 
have proof. 

Gerry (Loudly): You left me here 
alone until — 

Bup: Remember, I told you to go 
upstairs. (Grins) You brought it on 
yourself. 

Gerry: Bud Collins! Oh, I could — 

Bup (Quickly): Enough, woman! I 
gave you instructions and you didn’t 
follow them. I'll have you know 
that I’m going to look for a new 
script girl tomorrow. 





Gerry: You can’t mean that I’m 
fired? (He nods.) 

Ciype (Enters, waving a key): I found 
the key, Bud. Now, all I need is a 
knife to cut those ropes. (Bup 
reaches into pocket and hands him a 
penknife. Cuype exits into panel, 
Ep Drake enters. His eyes are 
downcast and his movements are slow.) 

Ep: You heard about me? 

Bup: We know everything. 

Ep: But I’m innocent! I know nothing 
about that stolen money. Atwater 
— everyone — accused me. I had 
to run. No one would believe me. 
Atwater threatened to expose me if 
I didn’t help him. I didn’t know 
what to do, 

Gerry: Atwater took the money, Ed. 

Ep: Atwater? 

Gerry: He wanted to blackmail you 
— hold it over your head. 

Ep: Then I’m a free man? Everyone 
will believe that I am innocent? 


Bup: We'll tell the whole story to the 
police. After all, you helped solve 
this crime. 

Ep: A free man! I can’t believe it. 

Gerry (Turning defiantly to Bun): 
Now, what’s all this business about 
my being fired? 

Bun: I repeat — you’re fired! (GrrRY 
is taken aback.) I told you to go 
upstairs with the other women, 
didn’t I? (She nods slowly.) And 
you didn’t listen to me, did you? 
(She shakes her head.) I won’t stand 
for such impertinence in a woman! 
(Bup clears his throat and stands 
dramatically.) No, sir! Especially 
when I intend to ask that woman to 
be — my wife! (Gerry smiles 


warmly as they embrace, and the 
curtain falls.) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Srace Ser ror Murpver 


Characters: 5 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern dress. Upon their first 
appearance, everyone wears hats and rain- 
coats. The men wear business suits; the 
women wear casual dresses. Betsy’s dress 
is flowered. The Monster-Man wears a 
weird, shaggy costume, covered with long 
hair. The head is a macabre mask with 
glaring eyes, deep-pitted brows and long 
sharp teeth. His fingers are claw-like. 

Properties: Letter, piece of flowered cloth, 
key, and penknife. 

Setting: The central room of an old, deserted 
house. The furniture is dusty and draped 
with sheets. A portrait of a young woman 
is above a fireplace which is u center. 
The walls of the room are paneled, and the 
one to the right of the fireplace can move 
inward. A table and sofa are down right. 

Lighting: The room is dimly lit. 

Sound; Crashes of thunder. 


15 





To be published in the Spring of 1961... 


3 Outstanding Books 


of dramatic program material 


ONE-ACT PLAYS FOR TEEN-AGERS 
By Earu J. Dias 


A collection of gay, modern, royalty-free comedies, including 
farces, fantasies, melodramas, and satires—all tops in entertainment. 


Junior and Senior High $5.00 


ROUND-THE-WORLD PLAYS FOR CHILDREN 
By Paut T. NoLan 


The spirit of countries the world over — China, England, France, 
Germany, Greece, Holland, Indonesia, Italy, Mexico, Norway, 
Poland, Japan, Scotland, Spain, Switzerland, and the United States 
— is dramatically presented in these 18 royalty-free one-act plays 
about lands far and near. 


Middle Grades $4.00 


MODERN MONOLOGUES FOR YOUNG PEOPLE 
By Joun Murray 


These humorous monologues are geared to the interests and talents 
of teen-agers. They are original and up-to-the-minute in the situations 
they dramatize. 


Junior and Senior High $3.50 


PLAYS, INC., Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 











Mind Over Matter 


by Jessie Nicholson 


Characters 
AuF TREADWELL, narrator 
LUTHER PRINGLE, storekeeper 
JIM 
Tm 
Sum 
Dr. Horace Pour, a famous hypnotist 
GRANDPA STEEVES 
GRANDMA STEEVES 
SHERIFF PEASE 
Lem Parpy, storekeeper of the play 
within a play 
EMERALD (Emmy Mas), his daughter 
Lutte, her half sister 
DeweEy PoInDEXTER, the tonic salesman 
ZACHARY ProvuprFoot, the poor but 
honest farm hand 
LoBELIA PRATTLE, who helps run the 
town 
Horatio ARMSTRONG 
2 Men CHECKER PLAYERS 
Time: A weekday morning. 


his sons 


ScENE 1 

Serrine: The general store in Goose 
Creek. 

At Ruse: The stage is bare save for a few 
orange crates, between two of which 
rests a board with some empty pop 
bottles standing on it. Aur TREAD- 
WELL strolls on stage, hands in 
pockets, cap resting on back of head. 

AF: I want to apologize to you folks 
out there for this stage setting (Wav- 
ing his hand toward the orange crates) 
Doesn’t look like much, that’s a fact, 
but the Thespians hope you won’t 


hold it against us. We tried to bor- 
row some props, but we couldn’t get 
a smidgen of cooperation. All we 
needed was some outfitting from 
Luther Pringle’s country store, right 
here in Goose Creek, but Luther 
turned us down cold. (Sorrowfully) 
We found out Luther just isn’t a 
patron of the arts. 

LuTuEr (Shouting from rear of hall): No 
such thing, Alf Treadwell. We 
Pringles are very artful folks. But if 
you’d had your way, you'd have 
cleaned me out lock, stock and bar- 
re). 

Aur: Anyhow, Luther, we’ve worked 
out our problem just fine and dandy 
without you. Dr. Horace Pole, the 
famous hypnotist, who is visiting in 
our midst, has kindly consented to 
join me here on the stage tonight. 
He’ll spellbind you folks into seeing 
a fancy stage setting, all through the 
power of mind over matter. He’s al- 
ready tried it out on me and I tell 
you I was really fooled. (Calling off- 
stage) Draw the curtains, Sammy. 
(He comes downstage) We’re going to 
start all over again after Doc hyp- 
notizes us. (Curtain falls. ALF now 
stands tn front of curtain.) 

LuTHER (Shouting again from back of 
hall): I demand a refund for me and 
my three boys. I came to see a play 
with real, honest-to-goodness scenery 
and I’m not going to pay for any 
mind-over-matter stuff. 





Jim: Shucks, Pa, we want to stay and 
get hypnotized. 

Tm: We don’t mind a little mind. 

Sum: Sure, what’s the matter with 
mind? All us folks in Goose Creek 
could use some mind. 

Luruer: I’ll teach you what’s mind 
and what’s matter, right where you 
sit down. (He chases the three boys 
around the hall and out the door.) 

AuF: Well, now that that ruckus is 
over, we’ll settle down to the business 
of the evening. Folks, I want you to 
meet that distinguished gentleman 
and patron of the arts, Dr. Horace 
Pole. Right this way, Doctor. (Dr. 
POLE comes up on stage from the front 
row of the audience. He is tall and 
thin, with piercing eyes and beetle 
brows.) 

Dr. Poe (In a hollow voice): Greet- 
ings, friends. I want you all to relax 
in your seats and focus your undi- 
vided attention upon me. I want the 
silence to be so complete that I can 
hear a pin fall. (He fixes the audience 
with a penetrating stare and waits 
with outstretched arms for absolute 
quiet. There is a loud snore from 
down near the front of the audience.) 

Aur (Leaning forward, hand beside 
mouth): Pss-t — Grandma Steeves, 
can’t you keep your old man quiet? 
And you kids out there, stop snick- 
ering. (Turning to Dr. Poie, who 
looks annoyed) ’Scuse me, Doc, for 
interrupting. I don’t think you’ll 
have any more trouble. 

Dr. Poe: Well, I certainly hope not. 
Now, let us concentrate deeply - 
deeply — (Holding them spellbound) 
on what I am about to make you see. 
When the curtains part, you will find 


yourself looking at the interior of a 
country store, much like the one 
here in the village with which you 
are all familiar. Nothing will be 
lacking, from the cracker barrel to 
ladies’ hats, from the pot-bellied 
stove to the friendly game of check- 
ers beside it. Indeed, I am proud to 
be able to assist in this — ah — 
worthy enterprise of your Thespian 
society. (He waves his hand towards 
curtains and they part to reveal the 
promised scene. If desired, for quick 
change, most of setting may be de- 
picted on a back drop, including the 
pot-bellied stove. The two checker 
players, pipes in mouths, are absorbed 
in their game. There is loud applause 
from the rear, where Lutuer’s three 
sons have sneaked back into the hall 
again.) 

Jim: Now if that isn’t cute! 

Tm: I’d swear that was a real live 
mouse just jumped out of the cracker 
barrel! 


Sum: Pa would sure believe this if he’d 
just stayed and watched. 


AF: Glad you’re pleased, fellows. As 
I am sure you all are. If anybody 
isn’t satisfied, his twenty-five cents 
will be cheerfully refunded by the 
management. 

GRANDPA STEEVES (From the audience, 
in a cracked voice): I don’t see a 
thing but a few old orange crates 
and some empty soda pop bottles. 
I came to see a show! 

GRANDMA STEEVEs: Oh, hush up, Pa, 
and go back to sleep. You haven’t 
heard a word the man said. 

Jim: Better hurry up with the show, 
Mr. Alf Treadwell. Pa’s gone to 





hunt the sheriff and have you ar- 
rested for fraud. 

Suerirr Pease (From the audience): 
Let him go on looking for the sheriff. 
He isn’t going to find me, because 
I’m here enjoying myself and I aim 
to stay put. This is better than see- 
ing a magician pull a rabbit out of 
a hat. 

Aur: And the best is yet to come. We 
Thespians haven’t spared ourselves. 
Rib-tickling comedy, tear-jerking 
tragedy, the doings of high society 
and a happy ending for all. First, 
I’ll introduce the characters to you. 
We'll start with the storekeeper, 
Lem Pardy, since he has a big speak- 
ing part. (Leading towards ight 


uing) Hey, Lem, come on out. The 
audience is waiting to see you. 
(Aside) Lem wouldn’t really make a 
very good grocer, folks. He’d eat up 


all his profits. (Lem enters. He 
ambles behind the counter, cuts him- 
self a generous hunk of cheese and be- 
gins munching on it.) And next 
there’s Emerald, Lem’s daughter. 
Her real name’s Emmy Mae, but she 
claims Emerald suits her personality 
better. I’ll let you folks judge for 
yourself. (Calling into wings) On 
stage, Emmy —I mean Emerald. 
(Enter EMmERALD in a slinky green 
dress, powdering her nose and fluffing 
up her hair. She gives the audience a 
supercilious stare.) See what I mean? 
(Lem points to a carton of cans, then 
to a high shelf, pantomiming that the 
cans should be stacked on the shelves. 
EMERALD tosses her head disdain- 
fully and exits.) Emmy isn’t much 
use to her pa, I’m afraid. She has 
Hollywood notions. (With a resigned 


shrug LEM svarts opening the carton, 
climbs heavily up ladder) No sir, it’s 
Emmy’s half sister, Lutie, who does 
all the chores. (Calls into wings) 
Come on in, Lutie. (Enter Lutte, 
dressed in patched blue jeans, faded 
shirt, her face dirty, her hair pulled 
back in a tight knot.) Sort of a Cinder- 
ella character. (LUTIE is sweeping 
vigorously) It’s a fact her pa doesn’t 
rightly appreciate her. He expects 
he’s going to have trouble marrying 
her off. (ALF gives a terrific sneeze as 
she sweeps dust in his direction. She 
exits, left.) Then there’s Dewey 
Poindexter, the flashy tonic sales- 
man from the deep south. Emerald’s 
always on hand when he shows up. 
(As Dewey enters right, EMERALD 
darts in from left and climbs the step- 
ladder nimbly to help her father stack 
cans on the shelf. She turns and offers 
DEWEY a coy smile as he crosses the 
stage. He is nattily dressed and has a 
wicked black mustache, which he 
twirls between his fingers. He sets his 
bag down and shakes a reproving 
Singer at Lem.) 

Dewey (With southern drawl): I’m al- 
ways telling you, Mr. Pardy, you 
work that poor, sweet girl too hard. 

Aur (In exasperation): Look here, 
Dewey, you aren’t supposed to say 
anything yet. I’m just introducing 
the characters! 

Dewey: It distresses me so, Mr. 
Treadwell, to see this delicate, 
flowerlike creature working her lily 
white fingers to the bone that I 
simply can’t wait to recite my lines. 

AF (Grumpily): You'd better go off 
and drink a bottle of your tonic with 
Emerald, and simmer down. (Em- 





ERALD promptly descends the ladder.) 

Dewey (Reaching into his bag): What 
flavor will you have, Emerald? 

EMERALD (Dreamily): L-i-me, Dewey. 
(They exit, left, arm in arm.) 

Aur: And then there’s Zachary Proud- 
foot, the poor but honest farmhand 
who is hopelessly and silently in 
love with our Emerald. (Enter 
ZACHARY from right, as EMERALD 
enters left and picks up a bottle opener, 
which hangs beside the counter. He 
regards her with doglike devotion.) 

EmerALD (Scornfully): Get lost! (She 
exits left. ZacHaRY exits right, de- 
jectedly.) 

Aur: You'll have to excuse her, folks. 
You can see she really gets worked 
up in her part. (LoBELIA PRATTLE 


strides in from left. She is lean, sharp- 
faced, and obviously excited. Her hat 
ts askew and she flourishes a long- 


handled umbrella.) 

LoseiiA: You know what’s going on 
outside, right under your nose, Lem 
Pardy? 

AuF (Protesting): Now Lobelia — Miss 
Prattle— we haven’t begun the 
play yet! (His protest goes unheeded.) 

Loseuia (Prodding Lem with the um- 
brella): Well — do you? 

Lem (Mildly): If it’s outside it isn’t 
exactly under my nose, Miss Prattle. 
And I’m not psychic. 

Lope.ia: The more’s the pity. That 
girl of yours is sitting right out there 
on the steps, as bold as brass, drink- 
ing sarsaparilla soda with the tonic 
salesman! 

Lem: Lime, Miss Prattle, lime. 
Loses: Land sakes, what’s the dif- 
ference? One’s as bad as the other. 
Lem (Stiffly): I sell only the best tonic, 
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I’ll have you know, Miss Prattle. 
Super Golden Sunlight brand. 

Lope.ia (In exasperation): That isn’t 
the point, Lem Pardy. The point 
is — 

AF (Exasperatedly, towards right wing) : 
Draw the curtains, Sammy, draw the 
curtains. (Curtain falls as Lum ap- 
pears to be listening resignedly to 
Lopetta’s harangue. ALF steps in 
front of curtain.) We'll just have to 
let them get started, folks. There’s 
no holding them back. Even though 
I haven’t introduced you to our 
hero, Horatio Armstrong. But you'll 
recognize him all right when he 
comes in. He’s the sheriff’s son and 
is strong and handsome. (ALF bows 
and exits. The curtain rises again. 
Lem is behind the counter, munching 
on an apple, EMERALD is trying on 
hats and preening before the mirror, 
while ZAcHARY leans against the wall, 
a lovesick glimmer in his eye. The 
CHECKER PLAYERS maintain a lively 
pantomime with their game. LUTIE, 
with brush and pail, is scrubbing the 
floor vigorously.) 

Lem (Plaintively): Lutie, I declare, 
you’re wearing the floor plumb out 
with your everlasting cleaning! 

Lurie (Firmly): I have to do some- 
thing creative with my life, Pa. I 
can’t be always trying out for beauty 
contests like Emmy Mae — like 
Emerald, I mean. 

Lem (Pointedly): What you need to do 
is set your cap for some nice, hard- 
working fellow like Zach there. 
Hitch your wagon to a — to a— 

Lutte: To a space monkey like him! 
I’d rather be an old maid, Pa, and 
tend to you for the rest of your living 





days. (Lem groans. LOBELIA PRATTLE 
comes rushing into the store through 
door at right, waving her umbrella.) 

LoBE.iA: Have you heard that there’s 
a criminal loose in our midst, Lem 
Pardy, a dangerous, gun-toting crimi- 
nal? 

Lem: Now, now, Miss Prattle, calm 
down. There’s no gun-toting crimi- 
nal loose in my store, I can vouch for 
that. 

LoBELIA (Agitatedly): How do you 
know for sure, Lemuel? He might 
be hiding out in your storeroom 
right now. (ZAcHARY looks alarmed.) 

Lem (Grinning): Not if he knows 
you’re trailing him, Miss Prattle. 

ZacHary (Nervously edging towards 


door): I just remembered I have to 

get home and milk Daisy, the cow. 
Lope.iA: You stay right here on the 

premises, Zachary Proudfoot, and 


protect us helpless womenfolk. 

ZACHARY (Woefully): But there are 
three of you to only one of me. 

Lem (In exasperation): Come on, all 
of you, out to the storeroom and I’ll 
show you there’s no sly dog lurking 
in my supplies. (All follow Lem 
through center door up-stage, CHECKER 
PLAYERS holding their game between 
them and continuing to play. Em- 
ERALD, who is last, pauses as a loud 
“Pssst” is heard from behind a barrel 
labeled “‘flour,”’ which ts in the corner. 
A head appears cautiously above it.) 

EmMeRALD: Land sakes, Dewey Poin- 
dexter, you gave me an awful scare. 
What are you doing there? 

Dewey (Stepping out): Sh-h-h! I’ve 
just been waiting for a chance to 
talk to you alone, Emerald, honey. 
What would you say to marrying up 


with me right soon? 

EMERALD (Dazedly): 
Dewey? How soon? 

Dewey (Looking towards storeroom 
stealthily): Strike while the iron is 
hot, my old Pappy always used to 
say. How would you like to elope 
with me tonight, honey, after your 
pa’s gone to bed? 

EMERALD (Weakly): Oh, Dewey, I de- 
clare, you sweep a girl right off her 
feet. I always did think it was so 
romantic to elope. 

Dewey: Sure, it’s romantic, sugar, but 
we have to be practical too. Do you 
know the combination to the safe, so 
you could get your dowry money 
without having to trouble your pa 
for it? 

EMERALD: What do you mean — my 
dowry money? 

Dewey: Shh-h — not so loud, my little 
petunia. Every girl has the right to 
her dowry money — it’s the law. 
There probably won’t be anywhere 
near what you’re worth in that little 
old safe, but you can take what there 
is and we’ll make the best of it. 

EMERALD (Doubtfully): Sounds kind of 
sneaky to me. 

Dewey: You hurt me, honey, implying 
I would do anything dishonest. I 
guess the elopement is all off if you 
don’t trust me. Likely you’ll never 
get another chance at a stylish city 
fellow — a backwards country girl 
like you. 

EMERALD (Hastily): I didn’t mean to 
hurt your feelings, Dewey. Honest 
I didn’t. What time would you 
want me to be ready? 

Dewey: Nine o’clock sharp. You can 
open the door for me and we'll count 


Right 


soon, 





the money together. Here’s a bottle 
of lime soda to seal our pledge with, 
sugar. 

EMERALD: Oh, Dewey, you’re so gen- 
erous! (He opens a bottle from his bag 
and both drink from it. Dewey exits 
just as Lem and Lose ia return from 
storeroom.) 

Lem: Are you. waiting on a customer, 
Emmy Mae? Thought I heard 
voices. 

EMERALD (Airily): Just someone dat- 
ing me for tonight, Pa. 

Loseuia (With hand to ear): What did 
you say his name was, Emmy? 

EMERALD (Bitingly): I didn’t say. 

Lope.ia: Well, I never— such im- 
pudence to your elders. I’d keep an 
eye on that girl if I were you, Lem 
Pardy. How do you know she isn’t 
flirting with that gun-toting stranger 
behind our backs? 

Lem (Patiently): I told you, Miss 
Prattle, that gun-toting stranger is 
just a figment of your imagination. 
(ZacHARY pokes his head in, looks 
around nervously, enters cautiously) 

LosewiA: I overheard the sheriff on 
the party wire telling his deputy to 
bring this criminal in dead or alive. 
(Zacuary starts to retreat hastily.) 

Lem: If by deputy you mean his boy, 
Horatio, I don’t think he’s sent him 
on any killing jobs yet. You must 
have your wires crossed. 

LoBeELia (Tossing her head): Seeing my: 
word isn’t to be trusted, I’ll take my 
business elsewhere, Lem Pardy. 
(Giving her head a jerk, she sweeps 
out of the store.) 

Lem (Darkly): Her business is minding 
everybody else’s business. 

ZACHARY (Nervously): Just the same, 
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Mr. Pardy, where there’s smoke, 
there’s bound to be some fire. I 
reckon I’d better go home and see if 
Daisy, my cow, is all right. 
EMERALD (Scathingly) : You don’t think 
anybody’s going to shoot her, do 
you? (LuTIE enters again, sweeping.) 
ZacuAryY: I’m not taking any chances. 
(Mournfully) Daisy’s never let me 
down. Thirty quarts a day, every 
day. But don’t forget if you should 
ever need me, Emmy Mae — Em- 
erald, I mean — just whistle and I’ll 
come running. (He exits hastily.) 
Lem: Now, isn’t that touching? 
(Glances at Lutin, who is sweeping 
vigorously toward him) 1 declare, 
Lutie, if you could just arouse such 
sentiments, I’d give youa dowry that 
would make any poor man’s eyes 
stick most out of his head. 
EMERALD (Hagerly): Dowry? How 
much dowry would you allow me, 
Pa? 


Lem (Pursing up his lips): You don’t 


need a dowry, my girl. Your looks 
are your dowry. You catch yourself 
a rich man, and you'll be all set. 
Somebody like (Slyly) Horatio Arm- 
strong, the sheriff's son, maybe. 
He’s a lad with expectations. (Ho- 
RATIO enters.) 

Horatio (Cheerfully): Did I hear 
somebody mention my name? 

Lurie (Snickering): Pa was just saying 
a rich feller like you wouldn’t have 
to marry for money, Horatio. 


Horatio: Ha, ha. (Turning out his 
empty pockets) That’s how rich I am, 
Lutie. But if I can just get the re- 
ward that’s offered for a gentleman 
wanted by the F.B.I., I won’t have 





to worry about pocket money for a 
while. 

Lem: You mean there’s really a crimi- 
nal loose in Goose Creek, Horatio? 
Horatio: Pa and I have our sights set 
for him. I came in on purpose to see 
if any suspicious characters have 
been in your store today, maybe 
trying to flirt with Emerald (Gal- 

lantly) — or -— ah — Lutie. 

Lem (Regarding Lutte): No such 
luck! Unless (Grinning) you want to 
count Zachary Proudfoot. He’s al- 
ways hanging around and I’m sus- 
picious of his intentions. 

Horatio: Poor Zach! He’s too seared 
of his own shadow to even have any 
intentions. No, our man is a real 
city slicker with dark hair and 
mustache. He’s a very snappy 
dresser. Has a southern drawl and a 
way with the ladies. Seen anybody 
around here of that discription? 

Lem (Musingly): Well no, not just 
lately. Sounds like our tonic sales- 
man but he hasn’t been here in 
weeks, has he, Emerald? 

EMERALD (Swallowing hard): No, Pa. 
I haven’t seen hide nor hair of him. 

Lutie: What’s he wanted for, Horatio? 

Horatio: That’s something I’m not 
at liberty to reveal, Lutie. 

Lutie: He isn’t a cattle thief, is he? 

Horatio: Good heavens, no! 

Lutre (Sarcastically): Zachary Proud- 
foot will be mighty relieved to hear 
that. 

EMERALD (Desperately): 
home to wash my hair. 

Lem (Calling after her as she exits): 
Good idea. And while you’re at it, 
you can just wash that man right 
out of your hair that you have a date 


I’m going 


with for tonight. No daughter of 
mine is going to go out into danger 
in times like these. 

Horatio (Apologetically): See here, 
Lem, I’m not aiming to throw a scare 
into anybody. If Emerald needs an 
escort — 

Lem (Interrupting eagerly): If you’re 
asking my permission to take her 
out, why shucks, son—I mean 
Horatio — you have it. I know she 
couldn’t be in better hands. 

Lurie (In exasperation): Pa! 

Horatio: That wasn’t exactly what I 
had in mind, Mr. Pardy. I just 
meant I’d keep an eye on the young 
couple during the evening, so no 
harm could come to them. A sort of 
police escort to set your mind at 
rest. (Graciously) Not but what it 
would be an honor to take Emerald 
or —or Lutie (With a glance in her 
direction) out for the evening. 

Lem (His jaw dropping): Lutie! 

Lutie (In an agonized tone): Pa! 

Lem (Not heeding her): Well, now, 
Horatio, I’m pleased to hear you 
say that. People don’t always ap- 
preciate Lutie. What time will you 
be calling for her this evening? I 
promise you, she’!! be all spruced up 
so you’d hardly recognize my little 
girl. Lutie, go pick yourself a hat 
at the counter there, any hat, the 
best is none too good. You work 
hard and you deserve it. (LUTIE 
stamps her foot furiously and rushes 
off.) 

Horatio (Uncomfortably): Doesn’t 
look like she’d care for my company, 
Mr. Pardy. 

Lem: Shucks now, Lutie’s just high 
spirited. Like that lady in the play 





“The Taming of the Shrew,’ that 
Mr. Will Shakespeare wrote about. 

Horatio (Thoughtfully) : Um — yes. 

Lem: Just takes proper handling, 
that’s all. And you’re the man for 
the job, I can see that. (Laughing 
jovially) Yes, sir, I’ll see that Lutie’s 
ready for you at nine prompt, right 
here in the store. 

Horatio: Whatever you say, Mr. 
Pardy. I’ll take her to the square 
dance at the schoolhouse. 

Lem: Fine, Horatio, fine — I’ll tell her 
to wear her dancing shoes. (Aside, 
as Horatio exits) There'll be such a 
crowd there he’ll likely never know 
who ’tis that’s stepping on his feet! 
(Curtain) 


* * » » * 


ScENE 2 
Tre: Evening. 


Serrine: Same as Scene 1. There is only 
one light on stage. 

At Rise: Zacuary Provuproor climbs 
through window, right, and limps 
across stage. He is dressed in his 
country best. 

Zacuary: I’m glad that window was 
unlocked. I had to get some liniment 
for this leg of mine. Emerald kicked 
me in the shins when I finally got up 
my nerve to invite her to go square 
dancing with me tonight. (Puts hand 
on bottle) I’ve half a mind to go 
drown myself, instead of wasting this 
good liniment. 

Dr. PoLe (From audience): Hold it, 
boy, hold it! (He rushes up on stage.) 
No need for suicide, Zachary. You 
just have a mental block. Now, 
with my help you can make friends 
and influence people. 


ZacHARY (Gawking at him): Female 
people? 

Dr. Poxe: That’s right, my boy. (ALF 
TREADWELL steps out from wings.) 
AF: Pssst —hey, Doc. You’re not 
supposed to be up here. It isn’t in 

the script. 

Dr. Poue: As a doctor I have taken 
my oath to save lives. This boy has 
threatened to drown himself. I had 
to interfere. 

Aur: Shucks, Doc, there isn’t so much 
as a drop of water backstage. 

Dr. Poe: There’s a watering trough 
for the horses in the yard, isn’t 
there? I can’t take any chances 
with this young man’s life. I am de- 
termined to save it at all costs. 

ZacHary: Please, Doc, save me. I’m 
all fired tired of this mental block. 

AF (Gloomily): It’s two against one, 
I guess. I know when I’m licked. 
(To audience) No telling where this 
may lead, folks. (He ezits.) 

Dr. Poe: Now, Zachary, I am going 
to hypnotize you. Look me straight 
in the eye. (He holds his gaze in 
silence for a moment.) You are a 
dashing, self-assured young man. 
You are not frightened; you are not 
timid any more. You are — yes — 
you are even a little handsome and 
you wear your clothes stylishly. 
(ZACHARY straightens up to his full 
height and turns down the cuffs of his 
coat sleeves as the doctor speaks, then 
pulls up his tie neatly and sets his hat 
at a rakish angle.) 

ZACHARY: How’s this, Doc? 

Dr. Poise: You’re catching on. You 
will now be able to make friends and 
influence people easily. 

Zacuary: And girls? 





Dr. Poe: The very first girl you meet, 
you'll sweep off her feet! 

Zacuary: Doc, I’m raring to go. 

Dr. Po.e: Good luck to you, my boy. 
(He returns to audience. ZACHARY 
struts back and forth across the stage, 
whistling. When he is at left stage in 
the shadows, Lutie enters door right. 
She does not observe Zacuary. She 
is also dressed in her Sunday best, 
with squeaky shoes and an outlandish 
hat.) 

Lutie (Forlornly): Pa meant well and 
I did my best, but it just isn’t any 
use trying to make a cutie out of 
Lutie. (ZACHARY strides across the 
stage and Lutie jumps with surprise.) 

ZacHARY: Evening, Miss Lutie Pardy. 
(He tips his hat. Lut walks all 


around him, staring at him goggle- 
eyed.) 
Lutie: Jumping grasshoppers, I can’t 


believe my eyes! 

Zacuary (Regarding her admiringly): 
I can’t either, Lutie. You look 
mighty pretty tonight — as beauti- 
ful and glamorous as a movie queen. 

Lutrre: Who — me? 

ZACHARY: Sure enough. How about us 
going square dancing together? 

Lutre (Taken aback): Well now, I 
sort of have another date. 

ZacHary (Thrusting out his chin): You 
can just sort of forget about that one, 
see. I’m your date for tonight. 

Lute (Meekly): Yes, Zachary. (They 
dance step off-stage. Horatio enters 
and looks ali about.) 

Horatio (With false heartiness): Come 
out, come out, wherever you are. 
(He tiptoes around, peering under 
counters and behind barrels.) Hm — 
I guess she’s not here yet, or else 


(Hopefully) she’s come and gone. 
Mighty careless of her and her pa to 
leave the store unlocked and the 
window wide open. I figure I’d bet- 
ter just have a look around and see 
that everything is O.K. (He exits to 
storeroom upstage center leaving door 
ajar. Dewey PoINnDEXTER pokes 
his head in at the window.) 

Dewey: Pssst —- Emerald — where 
are you? Drat that girl! She’s late 
for our elopement (He climbs inside.) 
Wonder if she’s fetched her dowry 
money yet? I declare, I’m as nerv- 
ous as a cat. (He tiptoes over to the 
safe and gives the dial an experimental 
twirl. Horatio watches through the 
partially open door. EMERALD enters, 
carrying a suitcase.) 

Dewey: Where in the name of my 
grandma have you been, Emerald? 
If there’s anything I can’t abide, it’s 
a tardy woman — especially when 
I’m doing her the honor of taking her 
to the altar. 

EMERALD (Sulkily) : Couldn’t get Pa off 
to bed. 

Dewey: You mean to say he hasn’t 
gone to sleep yet? 

EMERALD: He says he aims to wait up 
for Lutie. She’s gone square dancing 
with Horatio. 

Dewey (Scratching his head): Lutie 
must be two-timing her date, then. 
I saw her heading towards the hall 
with Zachary Proudfoot in tow. 
Looked as though he was enjoying 
it, too. I declare, that girl must 
have something more than meets the 
eye. (Aside) Could be I picked the 
wrong sister. 

EMERALD (Indignantly): Lutie and 
Zach! Well, I never. She can’t get 





away with that. He belongs to me. 
I’ll show her! (She rushes towards 
the door.) 

Dewey (Jn dismay): But Emerald, 
surely you haven’t forgotten we’re 
eloping? 

EMERALD (Stamping her foot): Not 
while Lutie is trying to take Zach 
away from me, we're not! (She 
exits.) 

Dewey: I would have to open my big 
mouth! Guess I’ll be forced to go 
after that dowry myself. Least- 
ways, I won’t have to share it. (He 
looks all around nervously, goes back to 
safe, tries turning the dial again. 
After several twirls, he succeeds in 
opening the door, and removes a box- 
ful of money. His back is towards the 
storeroom door. Horatio comes out 

There 
is a brief struggle and then Horatio 
claps handcuffs on him.) 

Horatio: I arrest you, Dewey Poin- 
dexter, as the kidnapping dowry 
thief who’s been breaking hearts and 
ransacking safes all over this county. 

Dewey (Forlornly): Well, it was fun 
while it lasted. What do you aim to 
do with me now? 

Horatio: Lock you up in jail for the 
night, and then go over to the square 
dance. That poor little Emerald girl 
needs a bit of consoling. Losing two 
men in one day is enough to break 
any girl’s heart, and it’s plain to see 
she has a tender one. 

Dewey (Shouting towards audience as 
Horatio drags him to the door): See 
what you did, Doctor Pole, with 
your precious meddling. This is all 
your fault. (They exit. Curtain falls. 
Enter Au¥ TREADWELL from right.) 


and seizes him by the shoulder. 


AuF: Well, folks, it turned out better 
than I expected. You got everything 
I promised you, comedy, tragedy, 
the doings of high society — Ho- 
ratio’s ma was a Vanderfeller — and 
of course a happy ending. Hope you 
all feel you got your money’s worth. 

LutTHer (Shouting from halfway back 
of the hall): Not me. I didn’t even 
get to see the show. I only just now 
found the sheriff. (To sheriff, sitting 
in audience) I demand you arrest 
Alf Treadwell for putting over a 
hoax on the public and cheating 
honest people, Sheriff Pease. 

SHerirr (Rising from his seat in audi- 
ence): Now, look here, Luther. If 
I’m satisfied, I guess you have to be, 
and I don’t have any complaints. 

Jim, Trim, Sum (From rear): Neither 
have we, Pa. 

Luter (T'hieateningly): You will have 


when I get you home. Now, just you 


listen to me, Alf Treadwell. I dare 
you to open those curtains, and 
prove that what meets the eye is 
really there. That’s all I ask. 

Aur (In exasperation, looking towards 
wings) : Open the curtains, Sammy — 
open the curtains. (When curtains 
part, the original setting of orange 
crates and empty soda bottles is all 
that “meeis the eye.) I really have 
to apologize for this setting, folks. 
It wasn’t what we’d rightly planned. 
If one, whose name I won’t mention, 
hadn’t been so all-fired stingy, we 
Thespians would have done you 
proud. Still, we hope you’ve en- 
joyed yourselves anyway. Evening. 
(He saunters off-stage as curtain falls.) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 50) 





The Camelia Costumes 
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Characters 

Eminy Hastinos, a teen-age girl (1852 

version) 
Curistina WINTERSET, her friend 
Mrs. Hastines, Emily’s mother 
Horace Hastinos, her younger brother 
Oscas \ Horace’s friends 
FREDDIE 
GRANDMA HastINGs 
Norau O’NeEt1, the hired girl 
POLICEMAN 
Mrs. Winterset, Christina’s mother 
Joun Extmors, the boy next door 
Time: A spring afternoon, 1852. 
SerrinG: The sitting room of the Has- 


tings house, Covington, Pennsylvania. 
At Rise: Noran is using a feather 


duster center stage. A music box or 
an off-stage record player sets the 
period by playing music in Victorian 
mood. Mrs. Hasrinas in bonnet and 
best dress enters, crosses to chair, picks 
up shawl, adjusts it and turns to 
NoRAH. 

Mrs. HastinoGs: Do I look presentable, 
Norah? (Whirls slowly) Any petti- 
coats showing? Placket unhooked? 
I’m going to call on the visitors next 
door. Mrs. Elmore is entertaining 
her daughter-in-law and grandchil- 
dren from New York. She asked 
me to drop in on them this afternoon. 
(Pulls on mitts) 

Noraun: You look lovely, ma’am. 

Mrs. Hastines: I suppose Emily will 
bring Christina home with her after 


school. I declare, that child practi- 
cally lives here since she and Emily 
became acquainted at the academy. 
Not that I mind, really. She’s well- 
bred and dresses in good taste. 

Norau: I suppose she’s lonely. She 
says her mama is away a good bit 
at meetings and such. 

Mrs. Hastines: A literary lady, no 
doubt. Probably attends the Shakes- 
peare Society. I must run in and 
visit her soon. The Wintersets live 
just a few blocks away, and we 
should meet, since our girls are so 
fond of each other. (She moves 
towards door.) 

Norau: Ma’am, before you go I’d 
like to know if you want Miss 
Emily’s bed curtains washed again? 

Mrs. Hastinas (Surprised): Why, no. 
We just put them up fresh at spring 
house cleaning. 

Norau: You remember, she asked us 
to stay out of her room while she 
was working on that surprise of hers, 
so I didn’t set foot inside her door all 
week. But today was my regular 
time to clean the upstairs, and I 
went in. The only surprise I could 
see was the bed curtains gone, so I 
thought maybe you’d taken them 
down. 

Mrs. Hastines: Ask her about them 
when she comes home from school. 
(Opens door and steps back as 
Horace, Freppie and Oscar enter 





single file.) And here’s the famous 
showman, Mr. Barnum! How’s your 
circus coming, Mr. Barnum? 

Horace: Pretty good, but my animals 
are hungry. 

Norau (Amused): Animals, is it? 

Horace: Oscar is the dancing bear and 
Freddie is the laughing hyena. 

Freppie: And we’re hungry. 

Norau: I wonder now, what does a 
laughing hy-eeny eat? 

Mrs. Hastinas: Jelly bread, I should 
think. Go to the kitchen with 
Norah, boys. And don’t drip jelly 
around. It brings flies. (NoraAH 
exits left followed by Freppie and 
Oscar.) 

Horace (Stops at door, turns back): 
Maybe we could capture the flies 
and train ’em for the circus — like 
they have trained fleas. (Chanting) 
La-deez and Genelmun, introducing 


the one and only trained fly troupe 
in captivity — 
Mrs. Hastines: You’d best stick to 


bears and hyenas. Go get your 
snack and be good while Mama’s 
gone, now! 

Horace: Yes, ma’am. 
trained bee troupe? 

Mrs. HastinGs: It wouldn’t be prac- 
tical. (She waves and exits. Horace 
stands thinking.) 

Horace: Maybe a trained frog troupe 
would be practical. La-deez and 
Genelmun, introducing the one and 
only trained frog troupe — (He exits 
left. After a moment Emity puts 
her head in at door right, then enters 
speaking over her shoulder.) 

Emity: Come on in. There’s nobody 
about. (Places books on center table. 
CuRISTINA enters behind her.) 


How about a 


CuristinA: Unless your little brother 
comes prying. 

Emity: Oh, he’s playing circus. I 
heard him tell Mama about it at 
breakfast. We can go right up to 
my room and change. (Starts 
towards stairway. CHRISTINA grabs 
her arm, turning her so that they face 
center-stage.) 

Cristina: Before we do anything 
more we should make a vow. 

Emity: What kind of vow? 

CuristIna: We should swear that no 
matter what, we'll be true to our 
desire to aid female sufferers. 

Eminy: Very well. 

Curistina (Solemnly raising right 
hand): Repeat after me, “I will 
strike this blow to benefit my sisters 
suffering under the weight of tyrant 
fashion.” 

Emity (Same attitude): “I will strike 
this blow to benefit my sisters suf- 
fering under the weight of tyrant 
fashion.” 

Curistina: “And if I break my oath 
may my teeth fall out and my hair 
turn gray overnight.” 

Emity: Oh, for goodness, sakes! That 
wouldn’t ever happen! 

Curistina: It might. You never know 
about breaking oaths. Swear it! 
Emity: “If I break my oath may my 
teeth fall out and my hair turn gray 
overnight.”” (She giggles and starts 
for the stairs, Curistina following.) 

Curistina: Laugh if you like, but my 
mama heard of a woman once — 
(They exit up the stairs as Horace, 
FreppIE and Oscar enter left from 
kitchen, each with a piece of bread. 
Horace also carries a bucket.) 





Horace: Don’t get any jelly on the 
carpet. Save it for the flies. 

Oscar: But I thought we were going 
to catch frogs. 

Horace: We have to catch flies to 
catch frogs. Flies eat jelly and frogs 
eat flies. (Boys exit right as Norau 
calls off left) 

Norau: Boys — boys, come back to 
the kitchen with that jelly bread. 
(Enter Norau with broom) Gone — 
straight out the front door leaving 
their tracks behind them! (Sweeps 
up crumbs and sees Emtty’s books) 
Oh, Miss Emily is home. I’d best 
speak to her about the bed curtains. 
(Calls up stairs) Miss Emily, are 
you up there? 

Emity (Off): What is it, Norah? 

Norau: I’ve something to ask you. 
Would you come down? 4 

Emity: In a few minutes. 
enters on stairs.) 

GRANDMA (Crossly): A fine chance a 
body has for a nap with servants 
screaming and flibberty-jibbets chat- 
tering! Girls now-a-days have no 
consideration. I declare I don’t 
know what the younger generation 
is coming to! 

Noran: Sure, I’m sorry, ma’am. I 
clean forgot about you napping up 
there! 

GraNDMA (On sofa): That Winterset 
young one is here again! She and 
Emily are upstairs planning some 
nonsense right now. I wish I knew 
what! 

Nora: Most likely it’s the big secret 
they’re working on. 

GRANDMA: Flibberty-jibbets, both of 
them. 

Noran: Ma’am, do you mind if I 


(GRANDMA 
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ask you, what is a flibberty-jibbet? 

GRANDMA (Genially, considering): Why, 
Norah, it’s — it’s one of these 
modern females. An ounce of sense 
and a pound of chatter. Not the 
kind we raised when J was young! 
(Looks about) Where’s my daughter- 
in-law? 

Norau: Mistress is calling on the 
Elmore’s visitors next door. 

GRANDMA: Oh, yes, their grandchildren 
are here, aren’t they. I suppose 
they’ll find Covington dull after the 
fast pace of New York. 

Norau: This young Mrs. Elmore, now. 
She’s very brave, traveling by steam 
cars all that way, and with three 
children! 

GranpDMA: That’s the modern woman. 

30 everywhere, do everything, and 
without a gentleman to protect her. 
Oh, I tell you, some of them are 
brazen hussies! 

Norau: Oh, surely not young Mrs. 
Elmore, ma’am! 

GRANDMA (Reluctantly): Well, not all 
modern women, of course. Some are 
just flibberty-jibbets. I haven’t met 
the lady from New York, so I can’t 
tell about her. Generally speaking, 
woman’s place is in the home, and 
that’s where she should be. (Bri- 
dling) That’s where J always am! 

Emity (Off): Here we come, Norah. 
(At top of stairs) We have something 
to show you. (She wears Bloomer 
costume. GRANDMA doesn’t see her 
on stairs.) 

GranpMa: I suppose it’s the big secret 
you’ve been making such a fuss 
about! (Emity comes to center.) 
Good Heavens! What do you have 
on? 





Emity: Wait till you see it all the way 
round! (Turns slowly. CHRISTINE 
comes down stairs and stops at the 
foot.) 

Norau (Bewildered): Is it a masquer- 
ade? 

GranpMa: I wore pantalettes when I 
was young, but never anything like 
that! (Enter Mrs. Hastines. She 
begins to speak before noticing the 
girls’ costumes.) 

Mrs. Hastings: Oh, there you are, 
Emily. Mrs. Elmore wants you to — 
(Sees costume) So that’s where the 
bed curtains went! What is it? 

Emixy (Hopefully) : This is the Bloomer 
costume. 

Mrs. Hastines: Is it for bathing? 
Where do you wear it? 

Curistina (Coming forward): Every- 
where, ma’am. You've heard of 
Mrs. Bloomer? Amelia Jenks 
Bloomer? 

GRANDMA: Brazen hussy, that’s what 
she is! 

Emainy: Oh, Grandma, she isn’t brazen. 
She’s a public benefactor. She ad- 
vocates the Bloomer costume in the 
Sartam Magazine and in Western 
Home Journal — 

Curistina (Eagerly): And she lectures. 
She lectured at the Young Ladies’ 
Academy I attended in Seneca Falls 
before we moved here. 

Emity (Anzious to please): Some 
people call it the camelia costume. 
I mean, if you really don’t like 
Mrs. Bloomer — 

CurisTina: This 


fashionable 
waist, you can’t imagine what it 
does to our — our — insides! Wear- 
ing tight stays is a menace to un- 
born generations. 


wasp 


GRANDMA (Starting to droop): Oh, how 
vulgar! My smelling salts! Some- 
body get my smelling salts! (Hvery- 
one moves toward her. Norau pulls 
the bottle from her pocket, thrusts it 
under GRANDMA’s nose and continues 
to do so at intervals throughout the 
play.) 

Mrs. HasrinGs: You don’t mean that 
Mrs. Bloomer speaks about — stays 
— right out in company? 

CurisTINA: Certainly. In the camelia 
costume, if you like the name better, 
one has room to breathe naturally, 
to develop naturally without harm- 
ful pressure, yet the shape is com- 
pletely concealed. 

Mrs. Hastinas: It certainly is. You 
each look like double rolls of old 
comforters. 

GRANDMA: Nonsense! One can’t help 
knowing that these girls have — uh 
— limbs! The costume is immodest. 

Curist1na (Coldly): Before long every 
forward-looking woman in America 
will be wearing one, and Emily and 
I will have been among the first to 
spread the gospel. 

Mrs. Hastin@s: Emily is not going to 
spread any such gospel. 

Emity: I have to, Mama. Christina 
and I vowed to be true to our desire 
to aid female sufferers. 

Mrs. Hastinos: A lady does not dress 
in a manner to call attention to her- 
self. Moreover, you cut up a good 
pair of bed curtains to make these 
— these — (She gestures helplessly 
and drops into chair.) 

GRANDMA: You cut up your bed cur- 
tains? Willful waste makes woeful 
want! Wait till your father hears 
about it! (Emuy bursts into tears. 





Sits. CHRISTINA puts comforting 
hand on her shoulder.) 

Curistina: Ma’am, I cut up my bed 
curtains, too. It’s a small sacrifice 
to make for my sisters suffering 
under the heavy yoke of tyrant 
fashion. 

Mrs. Hastines: But how will it help 
your suffering sisters to put on these 
garments and parade around the 
house? Do you expect to convert 
your grandmother and me? 

Curistina: Oh, but we aren’t going 
just to parade around the house. 
We’re going to parade around the 
town. 


Emity (Uncertainly): Y-yes. Parade 


around the town! (GRANDMA screams 
in horror, takes a deep whiff of smell- 
ing salts while Norau fans her with 
newspaper snatched from center table. 
After a bit GranpMa fans herself, 


keeping the paper.) 

Mrs. Hastings: Oh, you are, are you! 

GRANDMA: Your father should use his 
slipper on the rear of your camelia 
costume, young lady! 

CHRISTINA: But ma’am, how can we 
aid female sufferers if we are not out 
where they can see us? 

Emity: We swore a vow. 

Curistina: Yes, Emily swore with me 
that we would strike this blow for 
our sisters suffering under the yoke 
of tyrant fashion. 

Emity: You wouldn’t want me to 
break my solemn oath, would you, 
Mama? 

GRANDMA: Poppycock! It was a silly 
thing to swear. Well-brought-up 
young ladies don’t go around swear- 
ing oaths. Well-brought-up young 
ladies are seen but not heard. 


Curistina: Exactly what we want to 
do — be seen! 

Emity: It was my solemn oath, Mama. 
I can’t break it. 

Mrs. Hastines: Do you realize that 
everyone in town will be laughing 
at you? 

Curistina (In glorious martyrdom): 
-We can endure the laughter for the 
sake of our sisters suffering — (Mrs. 
Hastines speaks with her) under the 
yoke of tyrant fashion. 

Emity: It’s an unselfish gesture, Ma- 
ma. You like to have me make un- 
selfish gestures. 

Mrs. Hastinas (Reluctantly) : Tl strike 
a bargain with you. You may go as 

‘far as Christina’s house if you 
promise not to go a step farther. 
We'll see what Christina’s mother 
thinks of the camelia costumes. 

Curistina: Oh, she won’t object. 

GRANDMA: Marian, you aren’t going 
to let those children — 

Mrs. Hastines (More firmly): They 
may go to Christina’s house, no 
farther, and Emily must come home 
directly. (GRANDMA sits back and 
fans herself indignantly.) 

Emiiy (Running to embrace her mother) : 
Oh, Mama! 

GRANDMA: Wait till your father hears 
about this! 

Curistina (Starting right): Well, it’s 
a beginning. Come, Emily. (Enter 
Horace, Freppre and Oscar, right, 
Horace with bucket. After a moment, 
they notice the girls’ costumes.) 

Horace: Look at the bully frog we 
caught for our trained — (All three 
turn to look at girls) Golly! You can 
be in the circus. I saw ‘some ladies 
like you last time Barnum came to 





town. 
danced. 

Emity (At door): Mama, tell him to 
stop. He’s making fun of us, and 
it’s no joke. 

Mrs. Hastines: Horace, it’s no joke! 
(Boys look at one another and follow 
girls off. Door slams off right.) 

GRANDMA (Standing majestically) : 
Well, Marian, this is a nice howdy- 
do. What do you think Henry’s 
going to say about his daughter 
traipsing around town in that rig? 

Mrs. Hastines: Grandma, I did what 
I thought was best. If I didn’t 
allow Emily to wear this costume 
and take part in something she 
thinks is a mission she’d continue te 
want to do it and to resent my inter- 
ference. This way she’ll walk a few 
blocks and will be so embarrassed 
when people laugh at her that she’ll 
never want to wear that costume 
again. 

GRANDMA: I hope you’re right! 

Mrs. Hastinos: I don’t like to think 
of anyone laughing at my child, but 
if a little gentle amusement will cure 
her, then I’m willing to bear it. 

GRANDMA (Moving to chair left of 


They had veils and they 


center table, with newspaper in her 


hand): I hate to think of what 
people will say! I hate to think of 
what Mrs. Elmore will say! (She 
starts to fold paper into better shape 
for fanning, then looks intently at 
paper.) Norah, is this today’s 
paper? — Oh yes, it is. And my son 
hates to have his paper all messed 
up before he comes home in the 
evening to read it! (Tries to fold it 
smooth and sees headlines.) Well, 
forever more! The Democrats have 
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nominated Franklin Pierce to run 
for president this fall! Ha! He can’t 
win against General Scott, after 
what Scott did in the Mexican War! 
Why, the Whigs will go in flying! 

Norau (Behind table): I doubt that, 
ma’am. Indeed I do! (Both ladies 
stare in amazement.) 

GRANDMA: Well, Norah, your master 
is a Whig. He says General Scott 
will win. Naturally that’s enough 
for me! 

Mrs. Hastinas (Airily): I don’t pay 
any attention to this political non- 
sense. It’s not a lady’s business. 

GRANDMA: You could pay enough at- 
tention to know that your husband 
is a Whig. Our family have been 
Whigs since the Revolution. 

Mrs. Hastines: I’d be _ interested, 
though, to know where you got 
your ideas, Norah. 

Norau (Diffidently): Well, ma’am, 
they do say that Henry Clay is on 
his death bed, and he’s the power 
behind the Whig party. Everyone 
knows that! 

Mrs. Hastines (Amazed): Everyone 
does? 

GRANDMA (Suspiciously): 1 must say, 
for a young woman not long from 
Ireland you seem to understand the 
political workings of your adopted 
country! 

NoraH: I’ve read a bit, ma’am. 

GRANDMA: Enough to put your opin- 
ions up against a man’s? Against 
Mr. Hastings’ opinions? 

Norau: I wouldn’t be that disrespect- 
ful, ma’am, although it seems to me 
that women are beginning to think 
for themselves. I guess maybe it’s 





part of a revolt against things as 
they are these days. 

Mrs. Hastinos: A revolt? 

Nora: It’s what makes some ladies 
wear camelia costumes, and others 
march in parades and yell “votes 
for women.”’ It’s to show everyone 
that they are people, too, just like 
men, not puppets dancing on strings 
that men pull. They want to use 
their own legs — 

GRANDMA (Interrupting): Limbs, 
Norah. You mean limbs! 

Norau: Yes, ma’am, limbs. They want 
to use their own limbs and their own 
brains but they don’t know how 
because they’ve been dancing on 
strings so long. So they wear 


queer-looking clothes, and march. 
GRANDMA: It’s an age of brazen hussies! 
Norau: Begging your pardon, ma’am, 

but I think it’s a wonderful age. 

People inventing things — the sew- 


ing machine — the undersea cable. 
People traveling — like me to 
America — like Commodore Perry 
to Japan. And it’s a wonderful 
country, America. A long, long time 
I dreamed about it, of all the plenty 
and the freedom here that my own 
dear Ireland doesn’t have. I was 
that glad when my father gave per- 
mission for me to come and live near 
Uncle Thomas here in Covington. 
It’s as I dreamed it would be, except 
that I thought the freedom would 
be for everyone. But men make 
the laws. Men own the property. 
Women are hemmed in just as the 
young ladies said. 

Mrs. Hastines (Fondly and a bit 
patronizing): I think we have a 
budding suffragette here! 
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GRANDMA: She'll be wanting to wear 
a camelia costume next. 

Noraw (Demurely): Sure, I wouldn’t 
wear anything that unbecoming, 
ma’am. (Indistinct talking and 
laughter off-stage right, then excited 
voices coming closer.) 

Curistina (Off): We didn’t. 
wasn’t what we were doing. 

Emity (Off): Wait till my father hears 
about this! 

PoLiceMAN (Off): Right enough, Miss. 
Wait till he hears! (Hnter Horace, 
right, with haste. Mrs. Hastines 
and GRANDMA rise quickly.) 

Horace: Mama, you’re wanted by the 
police! 

GRANDMA: The police! 

Mrs. Hastines: Want me? What have 
I done? 

Horace: Christina and Emily are ar- 
rested. The policeman is at the door. 

GranpMA: Get Henry! Marian, don’t 
you talk to that man. Ladies don’t 
have any dealings with thelaw! (Enter 
Eminy and Curistina, right. EmMILy 
throws herself into her mother’s arms. 
CHRISTINA, somewhat dishevelled, 
stands nearby weeping.) 

Emity: Oh, Ma-a-a-ma! 

Mrs. Hastines (Alternately to Emity 
and the others): Oh, why isn’t Henry 
here? Don’t cry, dear. I don’t 
know what to say to a policeman. 
There, there, darling. What does 
one say to one? 

Norau (Calmly): Hadn’t you better 
ask him in, ma’am? Policemen aren’t 
so terrible. My Uncle Thomas is a 
sergeant of police. 

Mrs. Hasrines: I suppose we must. 
You go get him, Norah, and stop 
me if I say the wrong things to him. 


That 





I never talked to a policeman before. 
Mr. Hastings always.tends to the 
hard things. 

Norau: I'll do my best, ma’am. (She 
exits right. Emuity goes to CuRIs- 
TINA. They stand close, right center, 
holding hands tightly.) 

GranpMA (Wailing): Disgraced! A 
self-respecting family disgraced by 
two flibberty-jibbets! (Jo Mrs. 
Hastines) I told you it was a nice 
howdy-do, my granddaughter traip- 
sing around town in that rig! 

Mrs. Hastines (Determinedly): Never 
mind all that now. We must present 
a solid front to this man. We must 
look firm and determined so that he 
knows we can’t be bullied into sub- 
mission because we’re weak women. 

GranpMA: I’m as firm as the Bank of 
England. How’s this? (She straight- 
ens her cap and sits straight with a 
grim expression as NORAH ushers in 
the PoticeMAN who stands just in- 
side door.) 

Nora: Ma’am, this is Mr. Murphy 
who patrols this beat. 

Mrs. Hastines (High, nervous voice): 
Oh, captain. I’m Mrs. Hastings and 
this is my mother-in-law. Mr. 
Hastings isn’t home just now. (Her 
voice breaks and she puts her hand- 
kerchief te her nose.) 


PoLicEMAN (Stiffly): It’s no captain I 
am, but just a patrolman. 


Mrs. Hastines: Oh, you aren’t a cap- 


tain? Well, you see, I’ve had so 
little to do with the law — and you 
look like a captain. 

Norau (Sweetly): It’s the dignified 
way you have, Officer Murphy. 
Now, would you tell the mistress 
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what kind of prank the young ladies 
got into? 

Po.iceMAN: Prank, is it? Would you 
call dancing in the street a prank? 

GRanpMA (Glaring at the girls): Did 
you do that? 

Girus: We didn’t! Truly we didn’t. 

PoLicemMaNn: And would young ladies 
be wearing such outlandish costumes 
like Arab women out of a harem? 

GranpMA (Stabbing the air with her 
forefinger in the direction of Mrs. 
Hastings): J didn’t sanction it. I 
assure you, they didn’t get my con- 
sent to parade around in those 
clothes. (Norau looks around wor- 
riedly for a way of changing the con- 
versation.) 

Norau (Coming up with a chair): 
With your permission, ma’am, I[’ll 
set a chair for Officer Murphy. 
He must be tired walkin’ his beat 
that way and keepin’ order in the 
community. 

PoticeMAN (Eyeing Norau appre- 
ciatively): I thank you. (He sits 
on the edge of his chair, straight back, 
arms folded, his head turning in the 
direction of each speech that follows.) 

Noranu: The costume is stylish with 
some members of the female popu- 
lation. ’Tis better worn at home. 
But the dance needs a bit of explain- 
ing. Shall we ask the young ladies? 

Eminy: We tried to tell him. It wasn’t 
a dance. It was a frog. (Horace 
ducks down behind sofa.) 

Curistina: A frog — a cold, wet, slimy 
frog! (She weeps.) 

Mrs. Hastines (Slowly): Horace had 
a frog. He took it in his bucket. 
Horace! 

Grirts (Nodding): Horace. 





GRANDMA: Oh, surely not Horace! 

Mrs. Hasrines (Looking about): 
Where is he? (Horace crawls 
towards left exit.) 

Norau (Mildly): Oh, there he is! 
(Pulls him up by the ear) 

Mrs. Hastinas: Now, sir. What do 
you know about this business? 

Horace: Well, it was a trained frog 
for our circus. It gave a hop. 

Mrs. Hastings: Without any help? 

Horace: It had a little help. 

Mrs. Hastinos: Pray, continue. 

Horace: It got away and slid down 
her back. (Pointing to Curistina’s 
untied bloomer leg) Of course it had 
to hunt around for a way out! 

Mrs. Hastings: Go to your room. 
Your father will tend to you when 
he comes home. (Horace ezits.) 

GRANDMA: After all, Marian, it was 
just a little prank. 

Mrs. Hastines: Norah was right. 
This is a man’s world. But this is 
one young man who'll get what’s 
coming to him in it. 

GranpMa (Bristling again): The truth 
is, if you hadn’t allowed those girls 
— (Norau comes to the rescue.) 

Norau: Begging your pardon, ma’am, 
but we shouldn’t waste Officer 
Murphy’s time. He’s a very busy 
man with a large beat and he’s 
anxious to get back to it. 

PoLiceMAN (With surprise): I am? 

Norau: Indeed you are, and I’m not 
surprised. It’s a kind man you are 
to escort the young ladies home. 

Po.iceMAN (Standing, bewildered) : Yes, 
Iam. I am a kind man. 

Norau (Walking with him to exit right): 
And thoughtful. I’m going to men- 
tion your name to my Uncle Thomas, 
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who is desk sergeant at headquarters, 

Po.iceMan: I’d appreciate that. 

Norau (Opening door): And Officer 
Murphy, on your way out would 
you be so kind as to chase out the 
people who followed you here and 
are tramping about in the mistress’s 
petunias? 

Po.icEMAN: I’ll do just that. Good day 
to you, ladies, and to you, Miss 
Norah. (Ezits. Norau leans against 
door.) 

Mrs. Hastines (Coming forward): Oh, 
Norah, I don’t know how you did it! 

Norau: Sh-h-h! He’s not far gone yet! 

Po.iceman (Off right): All right. Move 
along now. These folks are wanting 
a little privacy. Don’t try to push 
in there, ma’am. 

Mrs. Winterser (Off): I certainly 
shall push in there, and I dare you 
to stop me! (Mrs. Hastings runs 
back to peer through the window. The 
attention of everyone is first on win- 
dow, then on door.) 

PoticeMaAN (Off): I’ll stop you! 
arrest you! 

Mrs. Winterset: Ha! You just — 
(Outside door slams. Mrs. WINTER- 
set enters. She completes her sentence 
by yelling back through door right) — 
go ahead! (Turns back to room with 
arms wide.) Christina — dear! 

Curistina (Running to her): Mama! 
(They embrace.) 

Mrs. WIintTerRSET: Darling, what a 
clever little girl you are! What better 
way to focus people’s attention on 
your cause than to be arrested! 

Emity: We weren’t arrested, Mrs. Win- 
terset. 

CuRIsTINA: The policeman just 
brought us home, that’s all. 


l’ll 





Mrs. Winterset: Good strategy! I 
can’t say that I care for the Bloomer 
costume, but any cause that will 
help tear the shackles off woman- 
hood is worthwhile, and if my 
daughter can be a martyr to dress 
reform, I can be a martyr to women’s 
rights. I’l] have the policeman arrest 
me. 

Mrs. Hastines (Coming down-stage): 
Oh, now, Mrs. Winterset — 

Mrs. WINTERSET (Interrupting 
crisply): Mrs. Hastings (She curtsies 
quickly) I’m pleased to make your 
acquaintance. (7o GranpMA) And 
yours, ma’am. But please don’t in- 
terfere. I want to be arrested. We 
do our best to call attention to our 
cause. 

GRANDMA: What cause? 

Mrs. WInTERSET: The cause of 
women’s suffrage, ma’am. We sing 


and march and make speeches. We 


bear laughter and scorn. But if a 
member of our group were to get 
arrested, that’d make the men sit 
up and blink! A lady, languishing 
in jail! 

Mrs. Hastines (Coldly): Aren’t you 
forgetting your daughter in your 
plans? Isn’t her welfare important 
to you? 

Mrs. WInTeRSET: Of course, it’s im- 
portant. I’m fighting for her rights. 
When she’s old enough to vote I 
want her to be able to exercise the 
franchise, the equal of any man! 
(Turns to Cristina) Goodbye, 
dear. Each of us must do what we 

can according to our lights. Stay 

here with these kind people till 

Mama gets out of the “donjon 

keep.” 


Mrs. Hastings: But Mr. Winterset 
— surely Mr. Winterset wouldn’t — 

Mrs. Winterset (At door): Mr. Win- 
terset will be busy marching and 
carrying a sign in front of the jail. 
(Opens door and calls.) Policeman, 
I’m ready. (Waves to those on-stage 
and exits. She calls again off right.) 
Yoo hoo — Policeman, wait for me! 

Norad (Quietly): You see, ma’am, it’s 
like I said, a revolt against things 
as they are. Some march and some 
wear queer-looking clothes. (She 
gives GRANDMA the smelling salts and 
GRANDMA takes a big whiff.) 

Mrs. Hastings: About the queer- 
looking clothes, at least we’ve seen 
the last of them! (Girls glance at 
each other and sit up straight, pursing 
their lips with determination.) 

GranpMA: I should think so. Why not 
go upstairs now, girls, and change 
into your proper frocks? (Girls do 
not move.) If this goes on you'll be 
the laughingstock of the town! 

CurIsTINA: People laugh at my mother, 
too, but she doesn’t care. 

Mrs. Hastinoas: Well, we do care. It’s 
true that not everything that’s hap- 
pened today has been your fault but 
if you insist in going against my 
wishes now you will make me — yes, 
all of us angry and ashamed. 

Emity: Oh, Mama, you just don’t 
understand! (Knock sounds on out- 
side door. Norau looks first at Mrs. 
Hastines then at GRANDMA but 
neither are paying attention, 80 she 
crosses and exits right as the others 
continue conversation. ) 

GranpMA: Your father won’t under- 
stand either. 

Mrs. Hastinas: I understood enough 





to give you an opportunity to wear 
the costumes. Now I’m asking you 
to take them off. 

CHRISTINA: Ma’am, we can’t. We 
swore an oath to each other and we 
don’t dare break our vows. (EMILY 
nods.) 

GRANDMA: If I had defied my mother! 
This younger generation! Flibberty- 
jibbets! 

Mrs. Hastines: You've been laughed 
at, humiliated, scolded, reasoned- 
with — (Enter Noran, right. She 
stands quietly, waiting to get the at- 
tention of the group.) Is there 
nothing that will get you out of 
those camelia costumes? (She notices 
Noraw) Yes, Norah? 

NoraH: Ma’am, there’s a young gentle- 
man waiting in the reception hall. 
He says his name is Master John 
Elmore. 

Mrs. Hastings: Oh, my goodness! 
I forgot all about him! He’s been 
waiting at his grandmother’s. I told 
him I’d come home to get the girls, 
and with all this happening it went 
right out of my head. 

NoraH: He asked if the young ladies 
were at home and I told him they 
were. Such a fine-talking young 
gentleman. (Slyly) And handsome, 
too! 

Emity: A new boy — wants to see us? 
(Looks down at costume) 

Mrs. Hastinas: That’s why I hurried 
back from the Elmores’ to fetch you. 
John’s just your age and his grand- 
mother wanted you to help him plan 
a lawn party so he can get acquainted 
with the neighborhood young people. 

Norau: Shall I show him in, ma’am? 
(She looks at Mrs. Hastin@s signifi- 
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cantly and Mrs. Hastines under- 
stands.) 

Mrs. Hastines: Oh, yes! By all 
means, show him in right away. 

Emity: The way we look! (CHRISTINA 
tries to tie bloomer leg.) 

Mrs. Hastings: He goes to boarding 
school on the Hudson — Such ele- 
gant manners! (GRANDMA grins with 
understanding.) 

GRANDMA: Well, well, Norah, don’t 
keep the young man waiting! 

Emity: Norah! Not yet, please! I’m 
not dressed! 

Mrs. Hastines: You are, too. 
noble camelia costumes! 
dashes for the stairs.) 

GRANDMA (Jeering): Don’t forget your 
vow — your suffering sisters! 

Emity (Half-way upstairs): They 
aren’t suffering any more than I am! 
I couldn’t look uglier if my hair 
did turn gray and my teeth did fall 
out! 

CurisTInaA: Emily — wait for mel 
(She dashes after Emity and both 
exit left as Norau exits right.) 

GRANDMA: What’s this about teeth 
falling out? 

Mrs. Hastinas: I’m not even going 
to try to guess! (Hnter Noran 
right, holding door open for JOHN.) 

Nora: Master John Elmore. 

Mrs. Hastines: Come in, John. I’m 
so sorry I haven’t been able to re- 
turn to your grandmother’s tea 
party. An emergency arose. Grand- 
ma, may I present the Elmores’ 
grandson, John? (JOHN crosses and 
bows over GRANDMA’s hand. NorAH 
goes quietly across back of stage and 
exits left.) 

GRANDMA: Welcome to Covington, 


Your 
(EMILY 





John. 


I hope we don’t seem too 


rural to a young man who’s lived 
(JOHN 


all his life in the big city. 
sits on sofa.) 

Joun: Covington is charming, ma’am. 
I’m sure we shall enjoy our summer 
as soon as we are better acquainted. 
(He glances about, obviously looking 
for the girls.) 

Mrs. Hastines: The young ladies will 
soon be down. They were — er — 
delayed for a moment. 

JoHn: We heard such a commotion 
over here. It alarmed Grandmama. 
She told me to run over and find 
out what was wrong and if you 
needed help. 

Norau (Popping out of left exit as if 
she has been listening): Master 
Horace says he is sorry he’s been 
a naughty boy, and may he come 
down and have tea with the others? 

Mrs. Hastines: If Horace will be 
quiet and not say a word all the time 
he is down here he may come. (To 
JoHN) Horace was really the cause 
of the commotion. You see, he’s 
making a circus in the back yard 
and he had some odd ideas about the 
performers. (Noran exits left as 
Mrs. Hastin@s speaks.) 

GranpMa: Oh, that Horace! 
naughty little boy! 

Mrs. Hastinos: Well, after all, Grand- 
ma, it was just a little prank. Boys 
will be boys, you know. (To Joun) 
Tell us about the lawn party, John. 
What have you planned? (Noran 
enters with tea things on tray which 
she places on center table. Then she 
stands behind GranpMa’s chair to 
help with serving.) 

GranpMa (Gayly): Ah, tea time! And 


He’s a 


a plate of Norah’s delicious little 
cakes! (She begins to pour tea.) Now 
what about this lawn party? 

Joun: Well — (Girls come down the 
stairs in their ruffled dresses. Behind 
them comes Horace, cleanly dressed. 
JOHN stands facing stairs, speaks with 
emphasis) Well! 

Mrs. Hastines: This is Master John 
Elmore; my daughter Emily (Em1Ly 
curtsies gracefully) and her friend, 
Miss Christina Winterset. (Curis- 
TINA curtstes. JOHN waits till each has 
settled herself at either end of the sofa, 
then sits in the middle.) And this is 
Horace. Come sit by me, Horace, 
and remember your manners. (Hor- 
ACE glances at Norau, who gives him 
a sidewise nod of her head, and he 
tiptoes over and sits quietly by Mrs. 
HASTINGS. ) 

Joun: Well, Grandmama says we may 
have a string orchestra and dance on 
the side veranda. We may have 
strawberry ice cream if we like. (The 
girls incline heads in his direction 
though they sit primly, ankles touch- 
ing, hands folded in laps. GRANDMA 
continues to pour and Noran to 
serve tea) We need help from Miss 
Emily, though, and Miss Chris- 
tina, with the guest list and the 
favors — (Emity and CHRISTINA 
smile demurely.) 

GranpMA (Purring): How fortunate 
the younger generation is today! 
How privileged! Such opportunities! 
When J was a girl — (Victorian 
music covers the end of her speech. 
Curtain) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 50) 





Springtime for Dan 


by Anne Coulter Martens 


Characters 
Dan, in a quandary 
Amy, his young sister 
Mrs. Roasrs, their mother 
Mary ELLEN, a new neighbor 
WALT THE Wo tr, trouble 


} girl friends 


Pra 
JACKIE 


Serrine: The Rogers’ living room. 

At Rise: The room has an upset look. 
Some books are on the floor beside the 
bookcase and some magazines are near 
the magazine rack. A dust mop, a 
broom, and a long-handled feather 
duster are upstage. At center is a 
vacuum cleaner, attached to an outlet. 
Mrs. RoGers, wearing a wrap- 
around housedress and with a scarf 
tied over her hair, is vacuuming the 
rug. Amy, an impish twelve-year-old 
with her right arm in a sling, is peek- 
ing out of the window. 

Amy (Loudly, over noise of cleaner): 
Dan! (More loudly) Hey, Dan, she’s 
out in her yard again! (Dan, a cheer- 
ful boy of about fifteen, comes in.) 

Dan (As he comes): What? 

Amy: The new girl next door! Hurry 
up! 

Dan (Joining her): Don’t let her see 
you peeking! 

Mrs. Rogers: Can’t you two stay out 
of here till I get this room cleaned? 

Amy: She’s looking over this way! 

Dan (Whistling): A living doll! (Mrs. 
Rocers shuts off the cleaner. He 
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realizes he is shouting, and lowers his 
voice.) A real living doll! 

Amy: Come take a look, Mother. 

Mrs. Rogers: With company coming 
this afternoon, I don’t have time to 
peek at living dolls. 

Amy: Honest, she’s cute. 

Dan (Confidently): Vll have her all 
dated up before the other fellows 
even know she’s around. (Peeks 
again, then jumps back from window) 

Amy: Did she see you? 

Dan: I don’t think so. 

Mrs. Rogers: For your information, 
her name is Mary Ellen Danford, 
and she’s from Chicago. Now, I 
want you out of here in five minutes. 
Spring cleaning’s bad enough with- 
out children underfoot. 

Amy (Hurt): Who’s a child? 

Dan (Eagerly): How did you find out 
her name? 

Mrs. Rogers: I was talking to her and 
her mother yesterday when they 
moved in. (At door) Five minutes! 
(Exits. Dan goes to coffee table and 
pulls loose change from his pocket, 
spilling it on the table.) 

Amy: What are you doing? 

Dan (Sitting on sofa): High finance. 
The Spring Hop’s tonight and I was 
going stag. But now I’ll need the 
price of two tickets. 

Amy: If she’ll go with you. 

Dan: I saw her first, didn’t I? When 
Walt Nolan sees me at the dance 
with that doll, his wolf fangs will 





turn green! (Starts to count the 
change) Twenty-five, fifty, fifty-five, 
sixty-five, sixty-six, sixty-seven — 

Amy: Is that all you have? 

Dan: I'll get an advance from Mother. 

Amy: You know what Dad said about 
no more advances. 

Dan: Amy, here’s my idea. You go 
out and sort of stroll over to Mary 
Ellen’s yard and get acquainted. 
Then I come out — 

Amy (Pointedly): My allowance is all 
gone. 

Dan: Then I come out, and you say, 
“Oh, here’s my brother Dan!’ And 
then — 

Amy: I’m just dying for a chocolate 
malted. 

Dan: A hold-up, huh? 

Amy (Briskly): A quarter for an intro- 
duction. (Holds out her hand) In 
advance. 

Dan: Robber! (Gives her a quarter) Be- 
fore I show, you might say a few 
nice things about me. 

Amy: Such as? 

Dan: Well, like people say I’m one of 
the best athletes in high school. 

Amy: Who says that? 

Dan: You do. 

Amy (Holding out her hand): Ten 
cents more. 

Dan: Not in advance. Then say I’m a 
real brain, but you’d never know it 
just to talk to me — 

Amy: Ain’t that the truth! 
cents. 

Dan: Mention that lots of girls like me. 

Amy: Name a few. 

Dan (Getting up): Are you going to do 
this or aren’t you? 

Amy: Three compliments, thirty cents. 
(Dan picks up a cushion as if to 
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throw it at her and she backs away.) 
You wouldn’t hit your poor helpless 
sister? 

Dan: One sprained wrist doesn’t make 
you helpless. All right, thirty cents 
for the compliments — later. 

Amy: Shall I mention the Spring Hop? 

Dan: For ten cents more? You think 
I’m the First National Bank? 

Amy: I’ll throw that one in for free. 

Dan: Gee, thanks! How soon can you 
start? 

Amy: Just as soon as I finish washing 
the breakfast dishes. (Sadly) With 
one poor little overworked hand. 

Dan: I want this all settled before Walt 
gets a look at Mary Ellen. (Goes back 
to window and peeks out) 

Amy: Most likely Walt already has a 
date with Peg or Jackie. 

Dan: He said he might go stag, and 
give all the girls a treat. (Steps back 
quickly) She looked over here again. 

Amy: Why don’t you wave? 

Dan: You think I want to look too 
eager? (The telephone rings.) 

Amy: I'll get it. (Answers phone) 
Hello . . . Oh, hi. What’s on your 
mind? ... Mother? Just a moment, 
I’ll call her. (Calls) Mother, tele- 
phone! 

Dan (Opening door): Telephone, 
Mother! (Jo Amy) Who is it? (Mrs. 
ROGERS comes in.) 

Amy: It’s Dad, calling from the office. 

Dan (Quickly): Mom, before you start 
gabbing, may I have an advance? I 
have a couple of jobs lined up, so I’ll 
mow our own lawn early, and trim 
around all the shrubbery, and sweep 
the cellar stairs every day — 

Mrs. Roacers: No! (Picks up the re- 
ceiver) Hello, Dave . . . What? (Up- 





set) Now? But I’m right in the 
middle of cleaning the living room, 
and you know we’re having com- 
pany this afternoon — 

Amy: What does he want? 

Mrs. Rocers: How can I just drop 
everything? The drapes aren’t even 
up, and the vacuum cleaner’s sitting 
in the middle of the floor. . . . No, 
the cleaning woman isn’t here. 
Bertha’s sick this week. And Amy’s 
no help, with her sprained wrist. . . . 
How long will it take? . . . (Sighs) 
All right, if it’s important, I’ll come. 
Bye. (Hangs up) Your father wants 
me down at the office to sign some 
papers. (Starts to take off her wrap- 
around housedress, showing that she 
has a spring dress under it, and looks 
at room) What a mess! 

Dan: You can finish when you come 
back, can’t you? And Mom, about 
that advance — 

Mrs. Rogers: I may be there all 
morning. 

Dan: I’ll need money to take Mary 
Ellen to the Spring Hop, and I 
thought — 

Mrs. Rocers (Firmly): Your father 
said no more advances, and that’s 
final. 

Dan: I could weed your flower beds, 
too. 

Mrs. Rogers (Taking scarf from her 
head): No! 

Dan: Aw, Mom, a cute girl like that, 
and you want me to miss my big 
chance? 

Mrs. Rocers: You can ask her out 
some other time. 

Dan: It’ll be too late, if Walt sees her 
first. Please, Mom. 

Mrs. Rogers: There isn’t anything 
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you can do to make me change my 
mind. (Struck by her own words) 
Anything ... you...can... do. 
(Thoughtfully) You really want that 
money very much? 

Dan: Do I have to get down on my 
knees? 

Mrs. Rogers: There is something. 
You can clean the living room! 

Dan (Gaping): You’re kidding? (After 
a pause as they look at each other) 
You’re not. 

Mrs. Rogers: It won’t be hard. Just 
put up the drapes, clean the rug, 
dust a bit, tidy up — 

Dan: What’s the matter with Amy? 

Amy (Smugly): See? (Indicates her arm 
in sling) 

Dan: Jupiter! What if some of the fel- 
lows should come in and see me? I’d 
never live it down. 

Mrs. Rogers: Maybe you’d rather 
have someone else take Mary Ellen 
to that dance? 

Dan: But all I want is a little advance 
on what I’m going to earn next week. 

Mrs. Rogers: And all I want is a clean 
living room when my company gets 
here. Amy’ll be able to help you a 
little bit. 

Amy: With my one poor overworked 
little hand? 

Mrs. Rogers: Make up your mind. 
(Looks at her watch) Is it a bargain? 
(As Dan hesitates) I’m asking be- 
cause I really need your help. 

Dan (Slowly): When you put it like 
that, what can I say? O.K., I'll do 
my best. 

Mrs. RoGeErs: 


rood. (Hastily) Vl 
slip on my coat and drive down to 
that office before your father has 
time to blow a fuse. (Ezits) 





Dan (Glumly): Why did you have to 
sprain your old wrist? 

Amy: Could I help it? 

Dan: Or why did Bertha have to get 
sick? A fine thing, me drafted to do 
the spring cleaning! 

Amy (Teasing): You, one of the best 
athletes in the high school! 

Dan: Aw, cut it, will you? (Looks 
around room.) I don’t even know 
where to begin. (Picks up feather 
duster and looks at it unhappily. 
There is a knock on the door.) 

Amy: So early in the morning? (Starts 
for door. Waut, a confident young 
fellow, breezes in.) Oh, it’s Walt! 

Watt: Hi, people! 

Dan: What brings you here? (Drops 
duster quickly) 

Watt: I was on my way to the store 
and I thought you might want to 
come along. 

Dan: Sorry, no can do. 

Watt: Oh, come on. 

Dan: I have things to do. 

Watt: Like for instance? (Moves up- 
stage toward window) 

Dan: Like — well — (Brightening) I 
promised my mother I’d balance her 
check book. I have to go right up- 
stairs to the study and get to work. 
(Starts off) 

Watt: Will it tare long? (Looks out 
the window) 

Dan: Hours, maybe. 
some other time, Walt. 
morrow or the next day. 

Watt: I hear a new family moved in 
next door. 

Dan (Alarmed): Who told you that? 

Watt: Anybody our age? 

Dan: How would I know? 
too busy to find out. 


Come back 
Maybe to- 


I’ve been 
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Watt: Hey, I see somebody! (Quickly) 
No, she’s gone. I just caught a 
glimpse. 

Dan (Quickly): That must be the old 
grandmother. 

Watt: Pretty spry for an old lady. 
Hey, Dan — 

Dan: Afraid I don’t have time to 
stand around talking. 

Watt: You going to that Spring Hop 
tonight? 

Dan (Warily): I haven’t quite made 
up my mind. 

Watt: Neither have I. Peg and Jackie 
have been hinting all week that I 
should ask one of them. 

Dan: Nice girls, both of them. 

Watt: Oh, sure. But I don’t know, 
they’re acting as if they owned me. 
What I need is a new love interest. 
(Looks out again) I see some clothes 
on the line. Does grandma wear 
Bermuda shorts? 

Dan: For all I know, maybe grandma 
wears bikinis. (Jakes Waur by the 
arm and steers him toward door) So 
long, Walt. 

Watt: Don’t strain the old brain! 
(Exits) 

Dan (Relieved): That was a close one! 
(Back at window) He almost saw 
Mary Ellen. 

Amy: Almost doesn’t count. (Picks up 
the wrap-around dress and holds it out 
to him) Here, put this on. 

Dan: Why? (Still looking out) She 
must have gone back in the house. 
Amy: So you won’t get all dusty. (Ab- 
sently, looking out, he lets her help 
him on with it) It ties in the back. 

(He ties it.) 

Dan: Don’t go next door till I get this 

room cleaned. 





Amy (Getting the head scarf): Tie this 
around your head. 

Dan (Absently tying scarf around his 
head): I’m sure glad I got rid of 
Walt. 

Amy (Stepping back to look at him): You 
look sort of like Bertha. 

Dan (Insulted): Me? 

Amy: She uses that scarf when she 
cleans. 

Dan (Moving behind sofa): Get going 
on those dishes. 

Amy: Yes, Bertha. (Giggles and goes 
out) 

Dan: Crazy kid! (Picks up dust mop 
and stands facing up right. The door 
left opens and Wau comes in.) 

Watt: Hey, Dan! (Dan makes a 
strangled noise. His back is toward 
Watt and the sofa hides his pants 
legs.) Hi, Bertha. Has Dan gone up- 
stairs already? 

Dan (In falsetto): I guess he has. 
(Stoops over quickly, and gets busy 
rolling up his pants legs so they won’t 
show beneath the dress.) 

Watt: Tell him I’ve decided not to go 
to the store. I’ll wait in the kitchen 
till he gets through with his brain 
work. 

Dan: No! 

Watt: Yes! (Goes out right) 

Dan (In his own voice): Jupiter, what 
do I do now? (Puts mop in corner and 
grabs handle of vacuum cleaner.) 
Start cleaning, you. (Turns it on and 
cleans the rug a moment or two, mov- 
ing up center. Amy hurries in right.) 

Amy: Dan! (He keeps on vacuuming.) 
Mary Ellen’s heading for our front 
porch! 

Dan: What? (Keeps on vacuuming) 

Amy: I’ll see what she wants. (Frits) 
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Dan (Vaguely aware): Huh? (Shuts off 
cleaner) What did you say? (Finding 
himself near the stepladder beside the 
window, he decides to finish hanging 
the drapes. One half of the pair is al- 
ready up, the other one is lying across 
the stepladder. He picks it up and 
climbs up the stepladder. Amy comes 
in with Mary E.uEn, a pretty girl 
in her mid teens. DAN, reaching up 
to hook the drape on the rings, has his 
back to them.) 

Mary Euen: I hate to come borrow- 
ing, but your mother said if we 
needed anything . . . and you know 
how it is at first, you can’t remember 
where you packed things. (DAN is 
aware of the visitor now. Panicked, he 
tries to wrap himself in the drape, 
keeping his back toward the girls.) 

Amy (Uneasily): Things are pretty up- 
set in here right now. 

Mary E.uEn: Cleaning? (Looks toward 
Dan) Oh, I thought for a minute 
that was your mother. 

Amy: No, it’s — ah — it’s — 

Dan (In falsetto, not turning): Bertha, 
miss. I’m the cleaning woman. 

Mary Eien (In a friendly tone): 
Hello. I’m Mary Ellen Danford. 
We just moved in next door. 

Dan: I know. 

Mary ELLEN (Surprised): How — ? 

Amy (Quickly): News travels fast in 
this neighborhood. What is it you 
want to borrow, Mary Ellen? 

Mary E.en: A rolling pin. (Laughs a 
little) I want to bake a raisin pie, 
and we can’t find the rolling pin. 
You don’t mind? 

Amy: Not at all. Come on. (Starts 
right and Mary Euen follows her) 

Dan (In falsetto): Don’t let her go into 





the kitchen! (As they turn) I — ah — 
just waxed the floor. 

Amy (Realizing): Oh. I see what you 
mean. 

Mary Eien: Then we'd better wait 
here awhile. (Goes to stepladder) 
Need any help with those drapes? 

Dan (Turning his back quickly): No, 
thanks. Why don’t you sit out on 
the porch? 

Mary EL.en: It’s a little too cool. 
(Sits in chair, turning to Amy.) Do 
you have any brothers or sisters? 

Amy (Ill at ease): One brother, Dan. 
He’s in high school. 

Mary Euuen: Does he go steady? 

Dan (Fixing drapes): No! 

Amy: Bertha doesn’t approve of going 
steady till you’re older. 

Mary ELien: What I mean, is there 
any special girl he’s interested in? 

Dan: Yes! 

Amy: Don’t mind Bertha. She’s just 
like one of the family. (There is a 
knock on the door left. As Amy goes 
to door, PEG and JACKIE come in. 
They are attractive girls in their 
teens.) 

Pre: Hi! Excuse us for walking in. 

JACKIE: We saw Walt Nolan heading 
this way and thought he might be 
here. 

Amy (Innocently): Walt? 

Pre: We must have missed him. 

Amy: I guess you did. Peg and Jackie, 
I’d like you to meet Mary Ellen 
Danford, our new neighbor. 

Mary Ewen: Hi! 

Pra: Nice to meet you. 

JAcKIE: I hope you'll like it here. Say, 
the Spring Hop’s tonight. It would 
be a good place to get acquainted. 

Mary Enuen: I'd love to go. But since 
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I’m new here, it’s not likely I’ll get 
a date. 

Pra: We're not sure of dates ourselves. 

JAcKIE: Both waiting around for one 
boy. (Jo Amy) You don’t have any 
idea where he went? 

Amy: How would I know? 

Pra: Well, it was worth a try. (Goes 
to door, then turns, looking toward 
Dan on the ladder) Hi, there, Bertha! 

Dan (Falsetto): Hi, yourself! 

Jackie: Her voice sounds different. 

Amy: She has laryngitis. 

JACKIE: Oh, too bad. 
yourself, Bertha. 

Dan: I’m trying to. 

Pra (At door): See you again, Mary 
Ellen. 

JACKIE: Maybe at the dance? 

Mary Eien (Going with them to door): 
If I’m lucky! (Pre and Jackie exit. 
Dan climbs down, picks up the 
feather duster, and gets busy, his back 
to them.) I would like to meet some 
nice boy. (Sighs) Do you suppose 
that kitchen floor is dry yet? 

Dan: No! You stay out of that 
kitchen! 

Mary E ..en: Bossy, isn’t she? (Picks 
up a magazine and sits on sofa) 

Amy: Sort of. But cleaning women are 
hard to get. (Glances toward Dan 
who signals, pointing to himself) 
Speaking of nice boys, I know you’d 
like my brother Dan. 

Mary E.uen: Oh? Tell me about him. 
(Dan makes motions urging Amy to 
continue.) 

Amy: Well, he’s a big, broad-shouldered 
sort of he-man. (DAN, out of Mary 
ELLEN’s range, nods approval.) 

Mary E.uen (Jnterested): An athlete? 

Amy: I’ll say! Football, baseball, you 
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name it, he plays it. Lots of people 
think he’s the best in the whole 
school. (DAN raises clasped hands 
and nods.) 

Mary Eien: I like the rugged type. 
(Glances at her magazine. Amy holds 
up one finger to DAN, indicating one 
compliment, then holds out her hand 
to be paid for it. He shakes his head, 
but she persists. Finally he raises his 
skirt, digs into his pants pocket and 
hands her ten cents. She slips it into 
her pocket and comes back to Mary 
ELLEN.) 

Amy: Dan’s good-looking, too. And 
he’s a real brain. (DAN urges her on.) 
Lots of girls are just crazy about him. 

Mary Een: I'd love to meet him. 
Is he home now? 

Amy: Yes, but he’s pretty busy. Maybe 
in an hour or two you can meet him. 
(As Mary ELuen looks down at her 


magazine, she signals to Dan that she 
wants more money. He raises his skirt 


and pays her. Mary ELLEN turns, 
but not in time. DAN gets busy with 
the duster.) 

Mary Eien: You’re sure there isn’t 
anything I can do to help? 

Dan: No, miss. Thanks just the same. 

Mary Euuen (To Amy): What about 
this other fellow those girls were 
talking about? 

Amy: Walt Nolan? 

Dan (Half turned away from them): 
Heavens to Betsy! You don’t ever 
want to go out with him! 

Mary Eien: But why not? 

Dan: Because he’s a wolf. 
Wolf, all the girls call him. 

Mary Euuen: Really? 

Dan: You're too nice a girl to get mixed 
up with a guy like that. 


Walt the 
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Amy: You’d like Dan much better. 

Dan: Miss, why don’t you go home 
for an hour or two, and Amy can call 
you when the kitchen floor’s dry? 

Mary Euien: Maybe that would be 
a good idea. (Gets wp, starting left. 
WALT enters.) 

Watt (As he comes in): Dan come 
down yet? (Pauses when he sees 
Mary ELLE.) Say, this is my lucky 
day! 

Dan (Quickly): Run along home, 
miss. (Pulls ends of scarf half over his 
face and tries to keep turned away 
from WauT) 

Watt: Don’t hurry on my account. 
The name’s Walt Nolan. 

Mary E.uen: I’m Mary Ellen Dan- 
ford. We just moved next door. 

Watt: Oh, good! And how’s your 
grandmother? 

Mary E.Luen: My grandmother? She’s 
still in Chicago. 

Watt: I should have known she didn’t 
wear Bermuda shorts! (Zo Amy) 
Wait till I get hold of that brother of 
yours! (Takes Mary ELLEN’s arm 
and leads her to chair) Sit down, doll, 
and let’s get acquainted. (Sits on 
arm of chair) 

Dan (Imploringly): Amy! (Picks up 
broom) 

Amy (Shrugging): I’ve done all J could! 
(Goes out) 

Dan (Going to chair): Excuse me, I 
have to clean this chair. Up, please! 
(As Mary ELLEN gets up, surprised, 
Dan takes cushion out of chair and 
starts sweeping it.) 

Mary EL.En (Puzzled) : With a broom? 
(Dan swings the broom handle so that 
it hits Wat on the head.) 

Watt: Ouch! 





Dan: Excuse it, please. (WaxT ducks 
out of the way before it happens again, 
and takes Mary ELEN to the sofa, 
sitting down beside her.) 

Mary Eien: Maybe we're in the 
way here. 

Watt: You could never be in any- 
body’s way. 

Mary E1xen: It’s nice of you to say so. 

Watt: I guess you haven’t met any of 
the high school crowd yet? 

Mary ELuen: Just a couple of girls. 

Watt: No fellows? (She shakes her head 
and he moves closer on the sofa.) 
Good thing I came along. (DAN gets 
the feather duster and goes behind 
sofa. Now he dusts the back of sofa, 
putting the feathers in Waut’s face.) 
Hey, go easy, will you? (Moves away 
from Mary ELLEN.) 

Dan (Behind sofa): Excuse it, please. 

Watt (To Mary Eien): I have good 
news for you, doll. There’s a big 
dance at the gym tonight. 

Mary E.ten: I just love dancing. 

Watt: Me, too. With the right girl. 

Dan: Be careful, miss. Remember, I 
warned you! 

Watt: About that dance — 

Dan: Dan should be here pretty soon. 

Watt: Bertha, will you keep out of 
this? Who wants to talk about Dan? 

Dan: I do. 

Watt (Jo Mary E.uen): This Dan’s 
my best friend, and maybe I 
shouldn’t say this — but I wouldn’t 
want to see a nice girl like you get 
too friendly with him. 

Mary E.uen: You wouldn’t? 

Watt: He’s an all right guy with the 
fellows, but girls can’t believe a 
word he says. (Moves cioser to her) 

Mary E..en: Oh, really? 


Watt: Deceitful Dan, they call him. 
I thought I’d better warn you. 

Mary Ewen: Deceitful Dan. Well! 

Watt: Now, you take me— (He is 
about to move closer when Dan gets 
his head between them and reaches 
over the sofa, dusting frantically.) 
Bertha, what’s the matter with you? 
(Moves away from Mary ELEN) 

Dan: Excuse it, please. 

Mary E.en: I’m afraid we are in the 
way. 

Dan: Not you, miss. (Puts down duster 
and picks up magazines) 

Watt: Don’t go yet. 
talked about the dance. 

Dan: It makes me nervous, people 
yakking all the time. (Goes behind 
sofa with a pile of magazines) 

Watt (To Mary Een): It just so 
happens I haven’t asked a girl yet. 
Now, what I was wondering — 
(Dan lets the pile of magazines fall on 
his head. Waurt yells, jumping up.) 

Dan (Turning his back quickly): Oops! 
I’m so sorry! (Goes to vacuum 
cleaner) 

Watt (Pulling Mary ELuen to her 
feet): What I’m trying to say is, this 
dance starts at nine, and how about 
if — (Dan turns on the cleaner and 
its noise drowns out WALT’s voice. 
He drops her hands and turns to DAN 
in annoyance, raising his voice.) Shut 
that thing off! (Loudly, to Mary 
ELLEN) How about if — (Dan 
pushes the cleaner toward Waut’s 
feet.) Watch out! (Dodges) You 
want to run me down? (Dan keeps 
after him with the cleaner and Watt 
has to dance to avoid being hit. Dan 
chases him toward the door left) Hey, 
quit it! (Watt is just about to go out, 
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‘then dodges to safety behind the sofa 
and takes a good look at the ‘cleaning 
woman” for the first time. He looks 
Dan over from head to foot, and his 
eyes linger on Dan’s shoes. At the 
same time Amy comes in right.) 

Amy (Loudly): What’s all the yelling 
about? 

Dan (Shutting off the cleaner): Yelling, 
miss? Walt is just leaving. 

Watt: Bertha, did anyone ever tell 
you that you have big feet? 

Dan (Half in his own voice, then shift- 
ing to falsetto): Want to make some- 
thing of it? 

Watt: How come you're wearing 


Dan’s shoes? 

Amy (Quickly): Bertha always borrows 
Dan’s shoes when she cleans. 

Dan (In falsetto): Bunions. 
awful bunions. 

Watt (Tenderly): Oh, you poor soul. 


I have 


I know just how you feel. (With 
meaning) Yes, Bertha — I know. 
Dan (Getting the message): Oh. You 
know. (Gets busy with feather duster 

again) 

War (Jo Amy): Tell your brother 
Dan I said hello. 

Amy (With a sigh): Why don’t you tell 
him yourself? 

Watt: It’s more fun this way. (To 
Dan) Do you have a date for to- 
night, Bertha? 

Dan (Gritting his teeth): No! 

Watt: What a pity! And you so 
young and beautiful! (Behind Mary 
E.uEn’s back, Dan shakes his fist at 
War. As Mary Een turns, he 
pretends to be straightening his head 
scarf.) Don’t let poor Bertha frighten 
you. She’s a little temperamental 
sometimes. 


Mary Euten: I don’t think she likes 
‘you very much. 

Watt: Oh, sure she does. We’re old 
friends. (To Dan) How are you feel- 
ing these days, Bertha, dear? 

Dan (His back to them): Let me alone! 

Watt (Solicitously): Haven’t had any 
more fits lately? (DAN makes a 
strangled sound.) The poor thing’s 
subject to them, you know. 

Dan: I am not! 

Mary Euuen (Nervously): Are you 
sure it’s safe — ? 

Amy: Of course it is! 

Watt: She used to clean for my 
mother, but we had to let her go. 
(Shakes his head sadly.) Poor, poor 
thing! 

Mary E.uen: Maybe we'd better not 
stay here. 

Watt: Exactly what I was going to 
say. Suppose we go over to your 
house? 

Amy: Wait! Dan will be downstairs in 
a minute or two. Bertha, go up and 
tell him to come now! (DAN starts 
right, but Waur gets in his way.) 

Watt: You haven’t finished the clean- 
ing, Bertha, dear. Just do as I say, 
and your little secret is safe with me. 

Dan (Unhappily): Let me pass. 

Watt: Dear me, just look how those 
drapes hang! Up on that stepladder, 
Bertha, dear, and fix them properly. 
(Reluctantly, Dan goes behind the 
sofa, the duster still in his hand. He 
tosses tt about nervously and it falls to 
the floor. Norn: As he stoops behind 
the sofa to pick it up, he can roll down 
one pants leg so that it shows below the 
dress.) 

Dan: Now? 

Watt: Stop dawdling, Bertha, dear. 





(Dan climbs the ladder and reaches up 
to adjust the drapes.) All right, Mary 
Ellen, shall we go now? (Starts 
toward door) 

Mary E.uen (Lingering, looking toward 
Dan): Oh, my goodness! Walt, look! 
(Points to pants leg. Waur and Amy 
look. There is silence as DAN turns on 
the ladder and looks down, too.) 

Watt: Sorry, chum, your slip is show- 
ing! 

Mary E.uen: She’s not a cleaning 
woman. Why, she’s—I mean — 
he—! (Begins to giggle) 

Dan (Angrily): So all right! I’m Dan 
Rogers! (Pulls scarf from his head) 
Watt: Heap big athlete — mother’s 
little helper! (Laughs) Funniest thing 

I ever saw! 

Dan: Aw, shut up! (Mrs. RoGeErs 
comes in.) 

Mrs. Rogers: Surprised to see me 


back so soon? The signing was post- 
poned, so I can do my own cleaning. 
Nice to see you over here, Mary 
Ellen. 

Watt: She was just leaving. With me. 


Mrs. Rocers: Oh? 
again. 

Mary Euuen (Hesitating at door): 
Dan — 

Dan (Bitterly): Glad you enjoyed 
yourself. Have a good laugh on me! 

Watt: Come on, doll. (Takes Mary 
ELLEN out) 

Mrs. Roazrs (Brightly): Such a sweet 
girl! Did you ask her to go to the 
dance with you? (As Dan is silent.) 
Don’t worry about the cleaning 
now. Our bargain still stands, and 
you'll get that advance. (Hzits) Are 
you going to stay up on that ladder 
all day? (Laughs and exits.) 


Do come back 
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Dan (Glumly): What difference does 
it make now? (Still on ladder, he un- 
ties wrap-around dress and drops tt 
on sofa) Did you hear her laugh at 
me? 

Amy: You did look kind of funny. 
(Giggles) 

Dan: Sure I did. And I feel funny, too. 
(Laughs hollowly) Ha, ha! 

Amy (Contritely): Dan, I’m _ sorry 
about everything. (Takes money 
from her pocket) You can have all 
this money back. (Holds it out) 

Dan: What do I need money for? 
Keep it. (Discouraged, he sits on top 
of ladder) 

Amy: Maybe you can ask her for a 
date some other time. 

Dan: Fat chance! She couldn’t look at 
me without laughing. (Amy hesitates, 
then shrugs and goes out right. Dan 
sighs, resting his chin in his hand. 
After a moment the door opens and 
Mary ELLEN comes in.) 

Mary ELEN (Softly): Dan? 

Dan (Looking up): Just go away. 

Mary Eien: Walt asked me to go to 
the Spring Hop with him. 

Dan (Shortly): So? 

Mary E.en: So I told him I had 
another date. 

Dan: That’s nice for you. (Comes down 
from ladder) I didn’t think you knew 
any other fellows. 

Mary Eten: I don’t. Just you. 

Dan: Me? 

Mary E.uen: You planned to ask me, 
didn’t you? 

Dan: Maybe. (Coming to face her) Yes, 
I did plan on it. I watched you out 
in your yard. Matter of fact, I 
peeked from that window. 





Mary E.uen: I know, because I saw 
you. 

Dan: You — saw me? 

Mary E.uen: Don’t you think I was 
doing some peeking, too? The real 
reason I came over here was to meet 
you. 

Dan: You mean that? Gee, Mary 
Ellen, will you go to that dance with 
me? 

Mary Een: Of course I will! 

Dan: That’s great! (After a pause) 
And about Walt — he’s not really a 
wolf, you know. 

Mary Exuen: And you're not really 
Deceitful Dan? (Laughing) You’d 
better not be! (There is a knock on the 
door and Pra and JACKIE come in, 
followed by Waut.) 

Watt: Hey, girls, wait a minute! 

Pra: Mary Ellen, we stopped back to 
say you can ride with us to the 


dance, if you get a date. 
Mary Een: Oh, thank you. And I 
do have a date! (Links her arm with 
f Dan’s) 


Watt (Scowling): Oh, yeah? (Then, 
brightly, turning to Pea and JAcKIE) 
One of you lucky girls can go with 
me. 

Jackie: Sorry, Walt. I decided not to 
wait around any more, and the class 
president just asked me. 

Pre: I’m going with the baseball cap- 
tain! (With happy waves they go out 
left. Deflated, Waut just stands 
there.) 

Dan: Better luck next time, Walt, old 
pal. (He waits, but Wau just stands.) 
You were just leaving? (In a louder 
tone) I said — you’re leaving? (He 
turns on the vacuum cleaner and aims 
it at Watt, starting for him. Waut 
yells and hurries out. Dan shuts off 
the cleaner.) Shall we get the rolling 
pin and bake that pie? 

Mary Een: You really want to help 
(With a little laugh) — Bertha, dear? 

Dan: You just bet I do! (They start 
out. Curtain) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
SPRINGTIME FOR Dan 

Characters: 2 male; 5 female. 

Playing Time: About 20 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern dress. Mrs. Rogers wears 
a wrap-around housedress over a spring 
dress and a scarf tied around her head. 
Later Dan wears the housedress and scarf. 
Mrs. Rogers wears a coat when she returns 
at the end. Amy wears a sling. 

Properties: Broom, mop, feather duster, vac- 
uum cleaner, stepladder, drapes, magazines 
and money. 

Setting: The Rogers’ living room. There is a 
window upstage center with a stepladder 
near it. One half of a pair of drapes is al- 
ready hung; the other half is lying across 
the stepladder. A sofa is left and an easy 
chair right, with a fm nearby. At 
right of window is a boo and at left a 
desk, telephone, and straight ‘chair. Doors 
at left and right lead to the outside and to 
the other rooms of the house. There is a 
rug on the floor. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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PRODUCTION NOTES PRODUCTION NOTES 


Minp over MaTTer Tue Came.ia Costumes 
(Play on pages 17-26) 


Characters: 14 male; 4 female. (Play on pages 27-38) 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. a Characters: 5 male; 6 female. 

Costumes: Doctor Pole wears a suit. Emerald 
wears a slinky, green dress. Dewey wears Playing Time: 25 minutes. 
flashy sports clothes, and has a mustache. Leip 
Lem wears overalls, a plaid shirt, and a Costumes: The women wear mid-Victorian 
white apron. Lutie wears patched blue costumes. _Emily’s and  Christina’s 
jeans and a faded shirt, but later changes to dresses have light, flowered patterns; Mrs. 
a dress, squeaky high-heeled shoes, and an Hastings and Grandma wear dark dresses, 
outlandish hat. Other characters wear and Grandma wears an elaborate, sheer 
typical country-style clothes. white cap. Mrs. Winterset’s costume is 

Properties: Pipes, cheese, powder puff, carton more severe. She wears a small plug hat 
of tin cans, broom, floor brush, pail, bottle with a feather, and a wide band diagonally 
opener, umbrella, apple, bag with soda across her chest with “Women’s Rights 
bottles in it, small medicine bottle, box of printed on it. Norah wears & long white 
money, and handcuffs. apron over a lain dark dress, and a white 

Setting: The general store. When the play cap. John is dressed in uncreased oe goa 
opens, the stage has only a few orange finger-tip length coat, fancy waistcoat, an 
crates, a board counter, and some empty dark ribbon cravat tied in a bow. The 
soda bottles. Then the scene is transformed little boys wear short trousers, striped 
to depict a real country store. For quick stockings, and wide-collared white blouses. 
change, this may be partly depicted on a The Bloomer costumes have full harem 
backdrop. In the scene, there should be trousers tied at the ankle. The over- 
several chairs, some crates, a cracker barrel, dresses are full, baggy at the waist, and end 
a flour barrel, a pot-bellied stove, a mirror, midway between knee and hip. 
several ladies’ hats, and a carton painted to 
look like a safe. There are two doors, lead- 
ing outside and to the storeroom. 

Lighting: No special effects. 


Properties: Feather duster, broom, shawl, 
mitts, books, bucket, bottle of smelling salts, 
newspaper, tray with teapot, cups, saucers, 
cakes, etc. 





Setting: The stage represents a mid-Victorian 
living room. There is a marble-top table 
4 you are not now a regular at center front, with armchairs to left and 
annual subscriber to Plays, right, and a sofa slightly to the rear. Stair- 
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Part Two 


Middle Grades 





Cinder-Riley 


by Claire Boiko 


Characters 
LEPRECHAUN 
THE STEPMOTHER 


stepsisters 


AGGIE 
MAGGIE 
CrnDER-RILEY 
Farry GODMOTHER 
Jack O’CLock 
DANCERS 

Prop Boys 


Berore Rise: The piano sets the scene 
with a lively Irish Jig. While the 
music is playing, the LePRECHAUN 
pokes his head through the curtain 
opening. He turns his head first to one 
side, then to the other. Then he leaps 
out and seats himself on the apron 
of the stage, cross-legged. The music 
stops. 

LEPRECHAUN: Whist now, it’s a fine 
audience ye are! We have a grand 
play for you to watch this day. ’Tis 
the old Hibernian legend, ‘‘Princess 
Cinder-Riley, or The Lost Brogan.” 
Our actors are guaranteed to make 
you split your sides with laughter 
one minute, and cry your way 
through three handkerchiefs the 
next! But first, we'll need your co- 
operation. In order to make the play 
appear, we’ll need some loud clap- 
ping. This clears the air for the 
actors. Now, would you mind ap- 


plauding, please? (He taps his stick, 
and all applaud. The curtains open.) 

Serrine: The stage is bare. The back- 
drop is hung with drawings of large 
knives, forks, spoons and skillets. 

At Rise: Two Prop Boys carry in a 
large screen which they set at center. 
The Boys walk behind the screen, 80 
that they are not seen, and remain be- 
hind the screen. A table covered with a 
cloth reaching to the floor is walked on- 
stage by Farry GopMoTHER and 
Prop Boy, who are hidden beneath tt, 
giving the magical effect of a walking 
table. On the table are a pile of papers, 
a quill pen and an inkstand. 

LEPRECHAUN (Stops the applause): 
Sure, that was fine! Now, just ap- 
plaud a bit more and our actors will 
come out and begin the play. Ready? 
Let’s clap for the Princess Cinder- 
Riley, her wicked stepmother, and 
her two disgustin’ stepsisters. (He 
taps his stick again. All applaud and 
the STEPMOTHER, AGGIE, and Mac- 
GIE enter, noses in the air. They are 
followed by CinpER-RILEY, who wears 
a long gown, a crown, and silver slip- 
pers. CINDER-RILEY is crying and 
wringing her hands.) 

STEPMOTHER: Now, Princess Cinder- 
Riley, it’s no good cryin’ at all, at 
all! You must keep to the schedule. 
Riding lesson at two o’clock. Music 
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lesson at three. Etiquette lesson at 
four. Dancing lesson at five. And 
at six, the royal state banquet with 
the Duke of Downderrydown, the 
Earl of Earlyrise and your betrothed, 
the King of West Muffinland! 

Crnper-Ritzy: Must I? Oh, please 
don’t make me marry the King of 
West Muffinland! He has turned-up 
toes and a wart on his nose, and he’s 
as fat as a tub of butter! 

Aaere and Maaere (Linking arms and 
dancing around mockingly): Ha! Ha! 
Cinder-Riley’s going to marry the 
King of West Muffinland! 

Aaere: With turned-up toes! 

Maaere: And a wart on his nose! 

Aaaie and Maaete (Together): Fat as 
a tub of butter! (They pantomime 
large stomachs and puff out cheeks.) 

SrepMoTHER: Now don’t carry on so, 
Cinder-Riley. After all, you are a 
princess, and I am your regent. 
Princesses must marry kings. I shall 
see to it that you do! While we’re 
at it, you must send out a proclama- 
tion that your sister Aggie shall 
marry the Duke of Downderrydown. 

Acarie: The Duke of Downderrydown 
—ah! He’s so handsome! 

SrepmoTHer: And your sister Maggie 
shall marry the Earl of Earlyrise. 

Maaere: The Earl of Earlyrise — ah! 
He’s so rich! 

SrepmoruHeEerR: And speaking of procla- 
mations, here are thirty-three dozen 
more matters of proclamation to be 
signed before sundown. (She points 
to a large stack of papers on the table.) 
Come, girls, we must go rest our- 
selves for the royal banquet this 
evening. Princess Cinder-Riley, I’d 


advise you to hustle your bustle if 
you wish to be finished before the 
sun goes down! (They exit. Srup- 
MOTHER leads and Aaarr and MaG- 
GIE follow, noses in the air. LEPRE- 
CHAUN bounces to the side and shouts 
“Boo,”’ encouraging audience to do 
likewise. As CInDER-RILEY comes 
downstage, he puts finger to lips, 
shushes audience.) 

CinpErR-Ritey: Alas! Alack! Well-a- 
day! Sure, and woe is me! (She sobs. 
LEPRECHAUN takes out large red 
hanky and pantomimes woe.) I do not 
love the King of West Muffinland. 
Nay! Nay! A thousand times nay! 
I love handsome Jack O’Clock. But 
oh, bitter fortune, Jack O’Clock is 
only a kitchen boy. Oh, would I 
were a simple scullery maid. I would 
give all my satins, all my jewels, 
yes, my very crown itself, just to be 
a kitchen maid. For this is the night 
of the Pantry Frolic . . . all the lads 
and colleens who work in the kitchen 
will be dancing and singing. And 
Jack O’Clock, my own true love, will 
be crowned Prince of the Potatoes! 
I cannot be there. Oh, my heart is 
breaking! 

Farry GopMoTHER (Pokes head out 
from under the tablecloth): Pssst! 
Cinder-Riley! (CrvpEer-Ritey looks 
around, startled.) 

CinpER-Ritzy: My goodness! 
might you be? 

GopMoTHER (Steps out dressed in 
kitchen outfit): Sure, I’m your fairy 
godmother, I am, I am. I’ve come 
to help you out of your miserable 
plight. Dry your tears, me pretty. 
We must be quick. Now, let me see. 

CrnvEr-Ritey: But, fairy godmother, 


Who 





I have thirty-three dozen matters of 
proclamation to sign before the sun 
goes down! 
GopMOTHER: Pish posh, macushla! 
That’s a simple thing for a fairy to 
fix. Here now—just write your 
name in the air, whilst I wave me 
wand. (Crnprer-RiLey writes her 
name in the air. Farry GODMOTHER 
waves broom as she chants.) 
Dimple-dee, dample-dee, dumple- 
dee dined 
Proclamations — Be ye signed! 
(CrnpDER-RILEy claps hands in amaze- 
ment as she looks at papers.) 
CrnpErR-RILEY: Oh, how marvelous! 
’Tis a miracle to be sure! 
GopMoTHER: Tonight you shall be a 
simple kitchen maid. First, you need 
a raggedy dress... aha! Me magic 
shears. (Takes huge pair of shears 
from reticule, snips at CINDER- 


Rivey’s dress, turning it into a short 


gown with a ragged hem.) Now, a 
mop cap. (She takes off her cap. 
Underneath, she has on another cap, 
so that she always stays perfectly 
dressed.) And a sweet little apron. 
(Takes off her own apron. There is 
another apron beneath it.) Now you 


is only one more thing, Cinder- 
Riley. You must be home at twelve 
o’clock to the minute. Are you 
ready now? 


CinpEr-RitEy: Indeed I am, fairy 


godmother. 


GopMoTHER (Waving broom): 


Rimple-dee, rample-dee, rumple-dee 
row 

Bring us the Pantry Frolic now! 

(The Prov Boys behind the large 
screen move it off so that it looks as 
though it is moving by itself. Prop 
Boy under table moves that off. The 
music of an Irish Jig is heard, and 
the DANCERS enter, clapping hands to 
music. They may dance a reel. When 
music stops, Jack O’CLOCK enters, 
dressed in tatters with a crown of 
potatoes. CINDER-RILEY and Gop- 
MOTHER stand to one side, watching.) 


Dancers: Here’s Jack O’Clock, let’s 


give him a cheer, 
He’s the Potato Prince without a 
peer! 
Hip hip, Potato! Hip hip, Potato! 
Hip hip, Potato Prince! 
(LEPRECHAUN cheers and leads audi- 
ence in cheers and applause for Jack 
O’CLocK.) 


are all ready to go to the Frolic! 
Cinper-Ritey (Takes off crown, puts 


Grr: Lead us in a jig, Jack! 
Jack: That I will! (Piano begins jig. 


it on table. Puts on cap and apron, 
looks down at feet): Ah— but my 
shoes! 

GopmotuER: Sure, I almost forgot. 
You need some nice comfortable 
brogans. You could never dance the 
night in those slippers. (She takes 
off her own shoes. Underneath she 
has another pair. CiNnpDER-RILEY 
takes off her slippers, puts them on 
table, and puts on the brogans.) There 


DANCERS freeze in pose. JACK spots 
CrinDER-RILEY, holds up hand. Piano 
changes to “When Irish Eyes Are 
Smiling” which is played sentimen- 
tally throughout remainder of scene be- 
tween Jack and CiINDER-RILEY.) 
Wait! THere’s a colleen the like of 
whom I’ve never seen. She’s as 
lovely as a May morning. "Tis her- 
self I shall dance with and none 
other. Come, me little flower. (Gop- 





lesson at three. Etiquette lesson at 
four. Dancing lesson at five. And 
at six, the royal state banquet with 
the Duke of Downderrydown, the 
Earl of Earlyrise and your betrothed, 
the King of West Muffinland! 

Crnper-Ritey: Must I? Oh, please 
don’t make me marry the King of 
West Muffinland! He has turned-up 
toes and a wart on his nose, and he’s 
as fat as a tub of butter! 

Aqore and Macete (Linking arms and 
dancing around mockingly): Ha! Ha! 
Cinder-Riley’s going to marry the 
King of West Muffinland! 

Aaere: With turned-up toes! 

Maaere: And a wart on his nose! 

Aaere and Maaere (Together): Fat as 
a tub of butter! (They pantomime 
large stomachs and puff out cheeks.) 

StePMoTHER: Now don’t carry on so, 
Cinder-Riley. After all, you are a 
princess, and I am your regent. 
Princesses must marry kings. I shall 
see to it that you do! While we’re 
at it, you must send out a proclama- 
tion that your sister Aggie shall 
marry the Duke of Downderrydown. 

Aaeie: The Duke of Downderrydown 
—ah! He’s so handsome! 


SrepmoruHer: And your sister Maggie 
shall marry the Earl of Earlyrise. 
Macere: The Ear! of Earlyrise — ah! 

He’s so rich! 


SrepmMoTHErR: And speaking of procla- 
mations, here are thirty-three dozen 
more matters of proclamation to be 
signed before sundown. (She points 
to a large stack of papers on the table.) 
Come, girls, we must go rest our- 
selves for the royal banquet this 
evening. Princess Cinder-Riley, I’d 


advise you to hustle your bustle if 
you wish to be finished before the 
sun goes down! (They exit. Srep- 
MOTHER leads and Aaair and MaG- 
GiE follow, noses in the air. LEPRE- 
CHAUN bounces to the side and shouts 
“Boo,” encouraging audience to do 
likewise. As CINDER-RILEY comes 
downstage, he puts finger to lips, 
shushes audience.) 

CinpErR-Ritey: Alas! Alack! Well-a- 
day! Sure, and woe is me! (She sobs. 
LEPRECHAUN takes out large red 
hanky and pantomimes woe.) I do not 
love the King of West Muffinland. 
Nay! Nay! A thousand times nay! 
I love handsome Jack O’Clock. But 
oh, bitter fortune, Jack O’Clock is 
only a kitchen boy. Oh, would I 
were a simple scullery maid. I would 
give all my satins, all my jewels, 
yes, my very crown itself, just to be 
a kitchen maid. For this is the night 
of the Pantry Frolic . . . all the lads 
and colleens who work in the kitchen 
will be dancing and singing. And 
Jack O’Clock, my own true love, will 
be crowned Prince of the Potatoes! 
I cannot be there. Oh, my heart is 
breaking! 

Farry GopmoTHer (Pokes head out 
from under the tablecloth): Pssst! 
Cinder-Riley! (CinpER-Ritey looks 
around, startled.) 

CrnpreR-RitzEy: My goodness! 
might you be? 

GopmotTuHER (Steps out dressed in 
kitchen outfit): Sure, I’m your fairy 
godmother, I am, I am. I’ve come 
to help you out of your miserable 
plight. Dry your tears, me pretty. 
We must be quick. Now, let me see. 

CinperR-RiLey: But, fairy godmother, 


Who 





I have thirty-three dozen matters of 
proclamation to sign before the sun 
goes down! 
GopMOTHER: Pish posh, macushla! 
That’s a simple thing for a fairy to 
fix. Here now—just write your 
name in the air, whilst I wave me 
wand. (Crnper-Ritey writes her 
name in the air. Farry GODMOTHER 
waves broom as she chants.) 
Dimple-dee, dample-dee, dumple- 
dee dined 
Proclamations — Be ye signed! 
(CrnpEr-RIEy claps hands in amaze- 
ment as she looks at papers.) 
CrnpER-RILEY: Oh, how marvelous! 
Tis a miracle to be sure! 
GopMoTHER: Tonight you shall be a 
simple kitchen maid. First, you need 
a raggedy dress... aha! Me magic 
shears. (Takes huge pair cf shears 
from reticule, snips at CINDER- 


RiLey’s dress, turning it into a short 
gown with a ragged hem.) Now, a 
mop cap. (She takes off her cap. 
Underneath, she has on another cap, 
so that she always stays perfectly 
dressed.) And a sweet little apron. 


(Takes off her own apron. There is 
another apron beneath it.) Now you 
are all ready to go to the Frolic! 
Crnver-Rivey (Takes off crown, puts 
it on table. Puts on cap and apron, 
looks down at feet): Ah— but my 
shoes! 

GopmorTuER: Sure, I almost forgot. 
You need some nice comfortable 
brogans. You could never dance the 
night in those slippers. (She takes 
off her own shoes. Underneath she 
has another pair. CiNpDER-RILEY 
takes off her slippers, puts them on 
table, and puts on the brogans.) There 


is only one more thing, Cinder- 
Riley. You must be home at twelve 
o’clock to the minute. Are you 
ready now? 


Cinper-Ritry: Indeed I am, fairy 


godmother. 


GopMoTHER (Waving broom): 


Rimple-dee, rample-dee, rumple-dee 
row 

Bring us the Pantry Frolic now! 

(The Prov Boys behind the large 
screen move it off so that it looks as 
though it is moving by itself. Prop 
Boy under table moves that off. The 
music of an Irish Jig is heard, and 
the DANcERs enter, clapping hands to 
music. They may dance a reel. When 
music stops, JacK O’CLOcCK enters, 
dressed in tatters with a crown of 
potatoes. CINDER-RILEY and Gop- 
MOTHER stand to one side, watching.) 


Dancers: Here’s Jack O’Clock, let’s 


give him a cheer, 
He’s the Potato Prince without a 
peer! 
Hip hip, Potato! Hip hip, Potato! 
Hip hip, Potato Prince! 
(LEPRECHAUN cheers and leads audi- 
ence in cheers and applause for Jack 
O’CLOocK.) 


Grru: Lead us in a jig, Jack! 
Jack: That I will! (Piano begins jig. 


Dancers freeze in pose. JACK spots 
CrnDER-RILEY, holds wp hand. Piano 
changes to “When Irish Eyes Are 
Smiling” which is played sentimen- 
tally throughout remainder of scene be- 
tween Jack and CrINDER-RILEY.) 
Wait! Here’s a colleen the like of 
whom I’ve never seen. She’s as 
lovely as a May morning. ’Tis her- 
self I shall dance with and none 
other. Come, me little flower. (Gop- 





MOTHER exits, as JacK O’CLOcK and 
CinDER-RiILEY dance together. At 
end of dance Jack goes downstage and 
speaks in an aside to the audience.) 
Me heart! Me heart is not in its 
rightful place! Sure, it’s been stolen! 
Stolen by the maid with the raggedy 
dress. Dare I speak me deepest 
thought to her? (LeprecHAUN nods 
eagerly.) 

CinpER-RiteEy (Goes downstage other 
side, speaks in an aside to the audi- 
ence as she holds her hand on her 
heart): My heart! My heart is beat- 
ing like the drums in a marching 
band! Ah! He’s so manly! Ah! 
Dare I speak my mind to him? (Lzp- 
RECHAUN nods and gets each one by 
hand, joining their hands center stage. 
He holds his finger to his lips to warn 
audience not to make noise.) 

Jack: Oh, lovely kitchen maid! 

Crnper-Rizy: Oh, Jack! (They strike 
a pose. LEPRECHAUN beams and 
claps hands, motioning audience to 
applaud, also. Chime sounds twelve 
times.) Oh, dear! ’Tis midnight. I 
must go! (On the stroke of twelve the 
screen and table come back. Gop- 
MOTHER has hidden herself beneath 
table again. Dancers go behind 
screen. CINDER-RILEY leaves one 
shoe on stage as she runs to get back by 
screen. JACK picks up shoe, scratches 
head, goes behind screen with shoe. 
STEPMOTHER, AGGIE and MaacIE 
enter, noses in air.) 

SrerpMoTHER (Horrified): Princess 
Cinder-Riley, where in the great 
rollin’ world were you this evening? 

Aaete: We looked hither and yon for 
you! 

Maaere: And the King of West Muf- 
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finland was so angry he popped 
three gold buttons off his coat! 

SrepMoTHER: Cinder-Riley! What are 
you doing in that dreadful rag? 
Take off that apron! (She snatches 
the apron off CINDER-RILEY.) 

Aaare: Put on your crown! (Takes cap 
off CinDER-RILEyY’s head and thrusts 
crown on) 

Maaere: Put on your slippers! (Tosses 
the slippers to CinpER-RILEy, who 
puts them on) 

SrepMoTHER: And throw my cloak 
about that tattered dress! (Puts 
cloak around CrnDER-RILEY’s shoul- 
ders) Foolish girl! You must prepare 
to marry the King of West Muffin- 
land immediately! 

CrnpEr-Rizy: Oh, no! Please! Wait! 
The marriage cannot be official un- 
less there is a proclamation. 

SrepmorHer: I took care of the 
proclamation. It was in this great 
pile. You signed it yourself. 

Acecre and Maaare (Together): So 
there! 

Cinver-Ritey: Oh, woe! Alas! ’Tis 
true. Oh, I shall fade away and die. 
I’ll be in my grave with the sorrow 
of it all! 

STEPMOTHER: 


Cinder-Riley. 
(Starts to lead her off. Jack comes 
around the screen, puts his hand up 
and shouts.) 


Come, 


Jack: Wait! (They turn and stare. 
STEPMOTHER eyes him icily. CINDER- 
Ritzy pantomimes rapture. LEPRE- 
CHAUN signals for cheers and piano 
plays a fanfare. Jack bows.) I beg 
your pardon, me ladies and your 
Royal Highness, but I have a boon 
to ask ye. 

CrinpvEer-Riey (Aside) : Handsome Jack 





O’Clock. My own true love! (To 
Jack) Speak, young man, I command 
you. 

Jack: I have in me hand a darlin’ little 
brogan which a fair lass, the pride of 
me life, wore to the Pantry Frolic. 
And I swore to meself that I would 
not rest until I tried it on the foot of 
every maid in the kingdom. 

Acere (Giggles): Oh, isn’t he a fine 
broth of a lad! Let him try it on my 
foot! 

Jack: I must try every maid until I 
find her. (He puts the brogan on her 
foot. The toe of the shoe is slit so that 
her stocking, stuffed with cotton, pro- 
trudes visibly.) 

Maaare: You silly colleen! Your foot 
is the size of an elephant’s! Here, 
young man —try my dainty foot! 
(Jack puts shoe on her. The same 
thing happens.) 

Jack (Sadly): Well, I suppose that is 


that! Your ladyship is the last girl 
in the kingdom — except of course 


you, Your Highness. I suppose I 
shall never find my lost kitchen maid. 
(He turns to go.) 

Crnper-Ritey: Wait! Try the shoe on 
my foot. 

Jack: But, Your Highness! 

CinvER-R1iEy: Please. 

Jack: Very well, but I hardly think the 
shoe could belong to Your Royal 
Highness. (He slips the shoe on 
Crnper-Ritey. The piano plays a 
fanfare. Dancers come from behind 
screen and cheer, “Hip, hip, Potato 
Prince!”’ LEPRECHAUN leaps up and 
down and leads cheers. All panto- 
mime astonishment as GODMOTHER 
comes out from under table, slips 
cloak off CrinpeR-RiLEy, and re- 


places the cap and apron.) Princess 
Cinder-Riley! You are me lost love! 

SrepmMoTHER: Lost love? The likes of 
you, Jack O’Clock, speakin’ about 
the Princess Cinder-Riley as your 
lost love. What impudent nonsense! 
The princess is promised to the King 
of West Muffinland. It is officially 
proclaimed! (GODMOTHER waves 
broom over the papers.) 

GopMOTHER (Steps up and curtseys): 
Begging your pardon, madam, but 
if you will examine this proclama- 
tion, (Picks up paper and waves it) 
you will find that she is promised to 
someone quite different. 

STEPMOTHER (Snatches paper angrily): 
Indeed! Let me read it! Why I 
wrote the proclamation myself. I 
certainly should know what I have 
written! (Righteously) Ahem! (Reads) 
“Hear ye! Hear ye! The Princess 
Cinder-Riley is hereby promised in 
marriage to the Prince of Potatoes, 
Jack O’Clock.” (She stares at paper, 
astonished.) Bejabbers! All is lost! 

GopmotHer: And ’tis signed by the 
Princess’ own hand. That makes it 
official. (LEPRECHAUN cheers in pan- 
tomime.) 

SrepmMorHER: But what shall I tell the 
King of West Muffinland? 

GopMoTHER: Dear me, the good King 
still needs a wife, does he not? (Snaps 
fingers) Ah! The very thing. Another 
proclamation. (Hands one airily to 
STEPMOTHER) 

SrepmoTHer: Ahem! “To Whom It 
May Concern” (AqGrE and Maaerr 
poke their noses over the paper to see 
better as she reads) ““The King of West 
Muffinland shall be married this 
morn to her ladyship, the former 





stepmother 
(She 


regent of the realm, 
of Princess Cinder-Riley.” 
screams.) Oh, no! 

Aacoie: And ’tis signed by her own 
hand! 

Maaere: That makes it official! 

STEPMOTHER (Throws up hands): Oh, 
no! Oh, woe! He has turned-up toes 
and a wart on his nose. 

Acer and Maaere (Together): And 
he’s fat as a tub of butter! 

SrepmMoTHER: Help me, daughters, I 
am about to faint! (She faints in 


CrnpreR-Ritey: Yes, dear Jack. And 
you shall be my prince regent and 
the king of my heart, forever! 

GODMOTHER: Faith now, I’ve done a 
full day’s work. I’ve banished the 
wicked stepmother and the dis- 
gustin’ sisters; I’ve joined the lovers, 
and I’ve even found a wife for the 
King of West Muffinland. (She 
strikes a pose as LEPRECHAUN steps 
up and shakes her hand. All make 
tableau as LEPRECHAUN motions for 
applause, then runs to help close cur- 


their arms. They drag her off-stage. 
LEPRECHAUN boos and invites all to 
boo.) 

Jack: Come, Cinder-Riley, let us pre- 
pare for our joyous weddin’. Oh, 
happy day! (Piano may play Wed- 
ding March as they strike a pose.) 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
CINDER-RILEY 

Characters: 2 male; 5 female; at least 3 male 
for prop boys; as many male and female as 
desired to be dancers. 

Playing Time: 20 minutes. 

Costumes: The Leprechaun wears a brown 
tunic, tights, a cap and a kerchief. The 
Stepmother and Stepsisters wear long 
gowns, crowns, and comical putty noses. 
The Stepmother wears a cloak. Cinder- 
Riley wears a long gown, a crown, and silver 
slippers (the gown should be expendable, 
since it must be cut). The Fairy Godmother 
wears a housedress, two aprons, two mop 
caps, and two pairs of shoes. Jack wears a 
crown of potatoes, a tattered shirt, and 
breeches decorated with green patches. 
The Dancers may wear green and white 
costumes; the boys may wear gold ties and 
the girls, gold kerchiefs. 

Properties: Stick and red hanky for Lepre- 
chaun; large portable screen decorated 
with a coat of arms or other royal device; 
light card table covered with long table- 
cloth; papers, quill pen and inkstand (on 
top of table); heoom: reticule containing 
huge shears for Fairy Godmother. 

Setting: The stage is bare, and all necessary 
furnishings are brought on and removed 
as indicated in the text. The backdrop may 
be hung with drawings of large knives, 
forks, spoons and skillets. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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tain. Piano concludes with fast jig. 


Curtains close. LEPRECHAUN repeats 
business with head looking first to 
right, then to left, then waves goodbye 
and disappears.) 


THE END 





The Silly Princesses 


by Margaret E. Slattery 


Characters 
SALLY 
SCHOOLMASTER 
ScHOOLMASTER’S MoTHER 
Princess PINK 
Princess BLuE 
PrRINncEss YELLOW 
Kine Husert 
Kine EaGpiant 
PrINncE RICHARD 


Time: Long, long ago. 

SerrinG: The palace schoolroom. The 
Schoolmaster’s desk is left, and facing 
it are three smaller desks. 

Ar Rise: Sauiy is seated at one of 
the small desks, reading. Scnoot- 


MASTER’S MOTHER enters, carrying 


a paper bag. 

ScHOOLMASTER’s Moruer: Where’s 
my son, the Schoolmaster? 

Sauiy: The Schoolmaster hasn’t come 
yet. 

ScHootmaster’s Morusr: He forgot 
his lunch. (Puts bag on desk) Be 
sure he eats it, Sally. (Shakes her 
head) My poor boy! He’s not strong. 

Satty: Maybe King Hubert will send 
him to the south this winter, the 
way he’s always promising. 

ScHootmasteEr’s Moruer: I hope the 
Princesses don’t pester him to death 
today. 

Sauiy: Here they come. 
up and starts dusting. ScHoo.- 
MASTER’S MorueEr exils. PRINCESS 
Buvug, Princess Pink and PRINCESS 


(She jumps 


YELLOW enter. They are dressed 
alike, except for blue, pink, and yellow 
veils.) 

Princess YELLOW (Looking at desk 
with book on it): Sally, have you been 
looking at my books again? 

SauLy: I was just trying to answer 
some questions, Princess Yellow. 
Princess Buive: Let’s have less an- 

swering and more dusting. 

Princess YELLOw: Parlormaids are 
certainly getting uppity these days. 

Princess Pink (Pulling off SALLy’s 
cap): Here’s a thinking cap for you. 
(Puts dunce cap on her head) 

Princess Buve: I’m hungry. Who has 
something to eat? (She looks in 
desks, then sees SCHOOLMASTER’S 
lunch, opens it and starts to eat a 
cookie.) These cookies are good. 
(She gives cookies to Princess PINK 
and PRINcEss YELLOW.) 

Satiy: Don’t eat the Schoolmaster’s 
lunch, Princess Blue. 

Princess Pink: Keep still and get to 
work. (SCHOOLMASTER enters, read- 
ing a book.) 

Princess YELLOW: What are you 
doing here today, Schoolmaster? 
It’s Sunday. 

ScHOOLMASTER: Sunday? 
Dear me, I’d 
(Starts to leave) 

Sau.y: Oh, Schoolmaster, she’s teasing 
you. It’s Tuesday. 

Princess Pink: Let’s sing the new 
song we learned for the School- 
master. 


Sunday? 
better go home. 





ScHootmasteER: A new song? Splendid. 

PRINCESSES (Joining hands and dancing 
around Say, singing): Sally is a 
busybody! Sally is a busybody! 
(Kine Hupert enters.) 

Kine Husert: Ah, what lovely voices 
my daughters have. 

Scnootmaster: King Hubert, you’ve 
been promising that I could go 
south some winter and — 

Kine Husert: Don’t bother me now, 
Schoolmaster. Daughters, I have 
news for you. King Eggplant is 
coming to the schoolroom to choose 
one of you for a bride. (PRINCESSES 
gather around Kina Hupert. As 
they talk, Sauuy quietly takes off 
dunce’s cap and replaces her own cap. 
Then she continues dusting.) 

Princess YELLOw: King Eggplant! 

Princess Bive: Who wants to marry 
him! 

Princess Pink: Princess Yellow, imi- 
tate King Eggplant. 

PrINcEss YELLOW (Strides around room 
with hands behind back): Ahem — 
ahem — fine country you have — 
ahem — grass — ahem — trees — 
ahem — flowers — people — ahem 
— ahem — ahem — ahem — 

Princess Bivug (Slouches into chair): 
I refuse to disturb myself for an old 
windbag like King Eggplant. 

Kine Husert: King Eggplant is very 
rich. His country is very wealthy. 

Princess Pink: Yes, Papa. 

Kine Husert: I am very poor. Our 
country is a mess. Do I make my- 
self clear? 

Princess YELLOW: Yes, Papa. 

ScHOOLMASTER: But King Hubert, 
Their Highnesses have not been 
studying hard. 
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Kine Hupert: Nonsense. My daugh- 
ters are brilliant. King Eggplant will 
listen to your lessons. He wants you 
to cover your faces with your veils, 
so he will choose the most intelligent 
instead of the most beautiful. 
(ScHOOLMASTER’s MorTHER enters.) 

ScHOOLMASTER’s Moruer: Son, you 
forgot your rubbers. 

Kine Husert: Please, madam, we’re 
busy here. 

ScHOOLMASTER’S Moruer: But it 
might be raining after school. By 
the way, when are you going to send 
my son south for the winter? 

Kinc Husert: South! He’ll spend the 
winter in the dungeon if King Egg- 
plant doesn’t think he has educated 
my daughters well. 

ScHOOLMASTER’S Moruer: But those 
girls are very silly and don’t pay any 
attention. 

Princess BivuE: How dare you! 

Kina Husert: Quiet, madam! Prin- 
cesses, I’ll be back soon with King 
Eggplant. (He exits.) 

ScHOOLMASTER’s Moruer (Following 
Kine Husert out): But, Your Maj- 
esty, listen — 

ScHOoLMASTER: Let us review quickly. 
Princess Blue, who discovered our 
great country? 

Princess Buve: Not I. 

Princess YELLOW: Nor I. 

Princess Pink: I get blamed for every- 
thing. (All giggle.) 

Princess YELLOW: What time is it, 
Blue? 

Princess Buvue: Time for recess. 

Princess Prnx: Good! Time for re- 

cess! (All rush out.) 

ScHooLtmMaAsTER: Your Highnesses, 
Your Highnesses! (7’o Satiy) Dear 





me, it certainly is hard to teach 
these Princesses. 

SALLY: It’s a shame. And you try so 
hard. (Dusis books) It must be 
wonderful to know everything in all 
these books. (Opens one and leafs 
through) Listen to this:-“And then 
the little boy was as happy as a 
king.’”’ But King Hubert isn’t happy. 

ScHOOLMASTER: That’s ‘because he 
always wants more than he has. 
Oops — I guess I shouldn’t have 
said that. After all, he is the king. 

SALLY: I won’t tell. 

ScHootmastTerR: You’re a good girl, 
Sally. I wish the Princesses were as 
nice and polite as you are. (ScHOOL- 
MASTER’S MOTHER enters.) 

ScHOOLMASTER’S Moruer: I tried to 
tell the king how bad the princesses 
are, but he wouldn’t listen. 

ScHootmasTsER: He’ll be furious when 
he finds out they don’t know any- 
thing. 

ScHooLMASTER’s Moruer: I think I’ll 
give them each a good spanking. 
ScHOOLMASTER (Gets up): Now, 
Mother dear, you just run along. 
ScHOOLMASTER’Ss Morner: But you 
can’t go to prison. You're not 
healthy enough. (She exits as 

PRINCESSES enter.) 

Princess BiveE (Sitting down at desk): 
I wish certain parlormaids would 
dust certain desks better. 

ScHOOLMASTER: You should work as 
hard at your books as Sally does at 
her dusting. 

Princess Buive: Chatter, chatter, 
chatter. I don’t even hear you. 

Princess Pink: Who wants to play 
Tiddliwinks? 


Princess YELLOW: I do. (They both 
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sit down on floor and start playing.) 

ScHOOLMASTER: Your Highnesses, you 
must study. (He leans over and reads 
from book while they are playing.) 
Where was the Treaty of Blubber 
signed? 

Princess Pink: On the last page. 
(Giggles) 

Satty: Here come King Hubert and 
King Eggplant. 

ScHOOLMASTER: Quick, Your High- 
nesses, get to your desks. (PRIN- 
cesses run to desks and SALLY 
straightens books.) Be sure to cover 
your faces. (PRINCESSES put veils 
over faces. Kina Husert and Kina 
EGGPLANT enter.) 

Kine Eaapuant (Striding about room 
with hands behind back): Ahem — 
fine classroom — books — ahem — 
chalk — ahem — pencils — ahem 
ahem — ahem — (Green stones fall 
from pockets) 

Kina Husert: You dropped some- 
thing, King Eggplant. (Picks them 
up) Why, they’re emeralds! 

Kina Ea@apiant: Yes, we discovered 
another emerald mine yesterday. 
My gracious, I guess I have a hole 
in my pocket. 

Kine Hupsert: Princess Blue is the 
oldest, so we will hear her lessons 
first. Princess Pink and Princess 
Yellow, wait outside. (PRINCESS 
Pink and Princess YELLOW eit.) 

ScHOOLMASTER: Perhaps you would 
like to ask a question, King Egg- 
plant. 

Kine Eeapiant: A queen should be 
able to do embroidery. (Takes out 
handkerchief) Princess Blue, em- 
broider an ‘“E”’ on my handkerchief. 

ScHOOLMASTER: Needle and thread, 





please, Sally. (Sauiy takes needle and 
thread out of box on shelf, and they 
all gather around Princess BLUE as 
she embroiders.) 

Kine Hupert: That’s a very strange 
ws | ed 

Kine Eaepuant: It looks like an “X.”’ 

Kine Husert: It’s rather wobbly. 

Kina EaGpuant: It’s positively 
crooked. You’ve ruined my hand- 
kerchief. (Throws handkerchief on 
floor and sits down in chair) 

Kine Husert: She’s a little nervous, 
King Eggplant. 

Kine Eeepiant (Sulkily): It was my 
favorite handkerchief. (He shoves 
his hands into his pockets. More 
stones fall out.) 

King HvsBert: 
Princess Blue. Send in 
Pink. (He picks up stones as PRIN- 
cess BLUE ezits.) I say, these are 
rubies. How are things going in 
your country, King Eggplant? 

Kine EaGp.ant: Pretty well. We dis- 
covered three more diamond mines 
the other day, and that hill behind 
the palace turned out to be solid 
gold. 

Kine Husert: Gold! Diamond mines! 
Just a minute. I want to talk to the 
Schoolmaster. (Pulling him aside) 
Schoolmaster, if King Eggplant 
doesn’t think you’ve educated my 
daughters well, you’ll spend the rest 
of your life in a dungeon. (PRINCESS 
Pink enters.) Ah, Pink, my dear. 
King Eggplant, this is my daughter, 
Princess Pink. Very intelligent. 
Takes after my side of the family. 

Kine Eaepiant: A queen should know 
history. 

Kine Husert: Quite right. And Pink 


You’d better rest, 


Princess 


has been studying very hard, hasn’t 
she, Schoolmaster? 

ScHOOLMASTER: I hope so, Your Maj- 
esty. 

Kine Hupert: I hope so, too, for your 
sake. 

Kine Eaoriant: Say some history, 
Princess Pink. 

ScHOOLMASTER (Reading from book): 
Where was the Treaty of Blubber 
signed? 

Princess Pink: On the last page. 

Kine Eaapiant: What! 

Princess Pink: I mean — I mean — 

ScHOOLMASTER: Think — The Treaty 
of Blubber! 

Princess Pink: At — at — oh, I 
can’t think — I don’t know. (She 
rushes out.) 

Kine Eaapuant: I guess I’ll be leav- 
ing. (He gets up.) 

Kine Hupert: But you haven’t heard 
Princess Yellow yet. Please sit down, 
King Eggplant. You must give 
Princess Yellow a chance. 

Kine Eaepiant (Sitting down): All 
right, but she’d better know more 
than those two. 

Kine Husert: She’s brilliant. What 
subject is she best at, Schoolmaster? 

ScHOOLMASTER: Really, Your Majesty, 
there’s no subject — that is, it’s 
hard to say which subject she’s best 
at. 

Kine Hupsert: Yes, I understand. No 
doubt she’s good at all her studies. 
Here she is. (Princess YELLOW 
enters.) 

Kina Eaepiant: Is it too much to 
expect her to know some arithmetic? 

Kine Hupert: Certainly not. 

Kina Eaopiant: How much is two 
times two? 





Princess YELLOW: Two times two 
what? 

Kine Husert: Oh — oranges! 

Princess YELLOW: One glass of orange 
juice. 

ScHOOLMASTER: Princess Yellow! 

Kine Eaepiant: This is too much. 
Goodbye! 

Kine Husert: Now don’t be hasty, 
King Eggplant. 

Kina Eaapiant: I don’t like to hurt 
your feelings, King Hubert, but your 
daughters are the most ignorant 
girls I have ever met. 

Princess YELLOW: Who cares what 
you think? (Fzits) 

Kine Husert: Princess Yellow, come 
back! King Eggplant, wait! Now, 
just a minute. Wait! (Kine Eac- 


PLANT exits.) Eggplant, wait! School- 
master, this is your fault! 
ScHOOLMASTER: But, Your Majesty, 


your daughters won’t study. They 
tease and are disobedient. 

Kine Husert: Not a word against my 
daughters. I pay you a magnificent 
salary, don’t I? 

ScHOOLMASTER: Well, not exactly mag- 
nificent, Your Majesty. 

Kine Husert: Magnificent! (Pounds 
desk) And you’ve taught my daugh- 
ters nothing. 

ScHooLMASTER: I’ve done my best. 
(ScHOOLMASTER’S MOTHER enters.) 
ScHOOLMASTER’S Moruer: Son, I 
brought you your scarf. Your voice 

sounds hoarse. 

Kine Hupsert: Look at this floor. It’s 
littered with jewels. King Egg- 
plant’s country gets richer every 
day while ours gets poorer. If one 
of my girls could have been Queen 
in Eggplant’s country well, 
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Schoolmaster, it’s the dungeon for 
you. (Pulls him by arm. ScHoot.- 
MASTER’S MoTHER holds on to scarf.) 
Madam, will you let go of that scarf. 

ScHOOLMASTER (Picks wp some books): 
May I bring my books? 

Kine Husert (Knocks them out of his 
hand): Not even a primer! 

SaL.ty: No, no. (She runs in front of 
Kine Husert.) It’s not his fault. 
He does teach. They just don’t 
learn. 

Kine Husert: Who are you? 

ScHOOLMASTER: That’s Sally, the par- 
lormaid. 

Kine Hupert: Out of my way, or 
you'll go to the prison for bad 
parlormaids. 

SALLY (Sitting down at desk and crying): 
Oh, dear, the poor Schoolmaster! 
ScHOOLMASTER’S Moruer: My poor 
boy! (She rushes out. Kine HuBert 
starts pulling SCHOOLMASTER off 

again. Kina EGGPLant enters.) 

Kine Eaepiant: Ahem! Ahem! 

Kina Husert: Eggplant! 

Kine Eaopiant: Ahem, Hubert, I was 
thinking that maybe I was too hasty. 
After all, Their Highnesses were 
probably nervous. 

Kine Husert: Oh, they were. 

ScHOOLMASTER: Yes, I’m sure they 
were. 

Kina Eaepiant: I have decided to 
give them another chance. Since the 
bride is for my son, Prince Richard, 
I have decided to have him come up. 

Kine Husert: Prince Richard! But 
I thought you were looking for a 
queen, King Eggplant. 

Kine Eaepiant: No, I will never 
marry again. But someday Prince 
Richard will be king and the prin- 





cess he marries will be queen of my 
country. 

Kine Huserr: Any one of my girls 
would be a wonderful queen. 

Kine Eaepiant: Well, I didn’t think 
they were very bright but the choice 
should be Richard’s. Be sure they 
cover their faces. I want Richard 
to choose the smartest, not the pret- 
tiest. (Kina EaGp.anrt evits.) 

Kinc Hussrt: Sally, fetch the prin- 
cesses. (SALLY exits.) Did you hear, 
Schoolmaster? You’re to be given 
another chance. 

ScHoOoLMAsTER: But King Hubert, I 
can’t teach them in a few minutes 
what they should have been studying 
for months. 

Kine Husert: Nonsense. Any daugh- 
ter of mine is a good scholar. 
(PRINCESSES enter.) 


Princess Buivuge: Oh, good! King 


Stuffy Eggplant is gone. 
Princess YELLOW: I guess he didn’t 
think we were too bright. (Giggles) 
Kine Hupert: King Eggplant did not 
come here to look for a bride for 
himself. 


Princess. Pink: Good, because he 
won’t find one. 

Kine Hupert: It is his son, Prince 
Richard, who seeks a bride. 

Princess YELLOW: Prince Richard! 

Princess Prnx: He’s handsome! 

Princess Buve: And young! 

Princess YELLOw: He knows how to 
dance! 

Princess Pinx: And never says 
“ahem!” 

Princess YELLOW: I’ll marry him. 

Princess Prnx: No, I will! 

Princess Buive: I’m the oldest! 

Kine Husert: Prince Richard will 
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make his own choice after he has 
heard your lessons. 

Princess YELLOw: Oh, dear, I don’t 
know anything. 

Princess Pinx: Oh, where are my 
books? (PRINcEsSsES run to desks and 
get books.) Sally, ask me questions, 

Sautty: What is the largest country 
in the world? 

Princess Pink (Walking around hold- 
ing head): Let’s see — world — large 
— country — oh, I don’t know. 
It’s the Schoolmaster’s fault, Papa. 
He doesn’t teach us. 

Princess Biure (Reading from book): 
64 times 81 equals 5,184. (She throws 
book on floor and picks up another, 
then walks around reading from it and 
mumbling.) 

Princess YELLOW (Silting at desk 
writing): Oh, dear, how many r’s in 
the word, “‘Queen’”’? 

Princess Biug Where’s my music 
book? (She pushes books around, 
then picks one up and sings.) Do — 
mi — mi — mi — 

Princess Pink: Papa, what will hap- 
pen if I forget everything? 

Kine Husert: Simple. If you forget 
everything, the Schoolmaster will go 
to the dungeon. 

Satity (Handing book to PRINCESS 
Pink): Quick, Your Highness, study. 
(Runs to door) He’s coming! 

Princess YeELLow: I know I’ll make 
a fool of myself in front of Prince 
Richard! 

Princess Buve: Talk to him, Father, 
while we study. Sally, bring my 
books. Come on, girls. (PRINCESSES 
and SALLY ezit.) 

Kine Huserr: Just think! One of 
my daughters will marry Prince 





Richard and our countries will some- 
day be united. Ah, those diamond 
mines! 

ScHootmaster: I hope Their High- 
nesses don’t become — er — nervous 
again! (Prince RIcHArp enters.) 

Kine Hupert: Ah, Prince Richard. I 
understand you are going to do my 
country the honor of choosing one 
of my daughters to be your bride. 

Prince Ricwarp: Yes, I’ve heard of 
their wisdom and talent. 

Kine Husert: I’ll call the oldest first. 

ScuootmasterR: King Hubert, do you 
think they’re ready? 

Kina Husert: I hope so! Princess 
Blue! Princess Blue! You may 
come in now. (SALLY enters, dis- 
guised as Princess Buiug.) School- 
master, ask her some questions — 
hard questions, of course. 

ScHoo master: Of course! Where was 
the Treaty of Blubber signed? 

Sauty: In the village of Whales, 
thirty-five years ago! 

ScHooLmasTeR: Name the last five 
kings of Prince Richard’s country. 

Satty (Rapidly): Edgar, Edmond, 
Edward, Edwin and Eggplant. 

Kine Husert: Very good, Princess 
Blue. You may send in Princess 
Pink now. (SAuLy ezits.) You see, 
Schoolmaster, I told you. 

Prince Ricwarp: Very intelligent girl, 
King Hubert. (Sauiy enters, dis- 
guised as Princess PINK.) 

Kine Husert: My daughter, Princess 
Pink, Your Highness. 

Prince Ricwarp: My father likes 
poems. Perhaps Princess Pink could 
recite one for us. 

Sauiy: Certainly. This is called, 
“Friends in the Sky.” 
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When you go down a lonely road 
Without a soul nearby, 

Look up and see the friendly stars 
That twinkle in the sky. 

ScHoo.Lmaster: I don’t remember that 
poem, Princess Pink. 

Sauy: I made it up. 

Prince Ricwarp: Marvelous! King 
Hubert, your daughters are extra- 
ordinary. If Princess Pink is as 
beautiful as she is clever, I would 
like to marry her. 

Kine Hussrt: Wait now, we must be 
fair. Send in Princess Yellow, 
Princess Pink. (Sauiy exits. Kine 
Husert takes SCHOOLMASTER aside.) 
What was that you were saying, 
Schoolmaster, about my daughters 
not studying? 

ScHOOLMASTER: It’s amazing, Your 
Majesty. 

Kine Husert: Nothing amazing about 
it. Our family have always been 
smart. That’s why we’re royalty. 
(SALLY enters, disguised as PRINCESS 
YELLOw.) 

ScHOOLMASTER: Prince Richard, this 
is Princess Yellow. 

Sau.y: How do you do, Prince Richard? 

Prince Ricuarp: I’m sure you are 
just as talented as your sisters, 
Princess Yellow. What do you like 
to study? 

Sauty: I like music, dancing, geog- 
raphy, languages, and science. 

ScHOOLMASTER: You do? 

Kine Husert: Quiet, Schoolmaster. 

Prince Ricuarp: My Aunt Genevieve 
would like me to marry an artistic 
princess. Can you draw? 

Sauxy: I love to draw. (She sits down 
at desk and draws quickly on paper. 
The others gather around.) 





Kine Hupert: It’s a sunset! 

Prince Ricuarp: Beautiful! 

ScHOOLMASTER: Such color. 

Kine Husertr: What feeling! 

Prince Ricuarp: Your Majesty, your 
daughters appear to be equally in- 
telligent and talented. I will just 
have to choose the most beautiful. 
May I see your face, Princess 
Yellow? (Sauuy takes off veil.) 

ScHOOLMASTER: Sally! 

Kinc Husert: Sally? The parlormaid? 

Prince Ricuarp: The parlormaid? 
Really, I don’t understand. 

Kine Husert: Neither do I. School- 
master, what is the meaning of this? 

ScHootmaster: I don’t know. 

Sauty (Goes to door): Your Highnesses, 
you may come in now. (The Prin- 
CESSES enter. Princess PINK and 


Princess BLUE carry their veils. 
PRINCESS YELLOW is wearing 


SAL.y’s dress.) You see, Their High- 
nesses were afraid they wouldn’t do 
well. 

Princess Buus: I absolutely refused 
to make a fool of myself. 

Princess YELLOw: So did I. 

Sauxy: So I offered to take their places. 
I put on Princess Yellow’s dress and 
changed veils each time I came out. 
It is a good thing the Princesses 
always wear the same dresses. 

ScHOoLMASTER: But how did you 
know all those things? 

Satty: I learned them from 
Schoolmaster. 

ScHOOLMASTER* From me? 

Satiy’ Yes. I was always listening to 
the lessons while I dusted, and every 
night after I cleaned the room I 
read the books. 

ScHooLMaASTER: I’m very proud of you, 


you, 
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Sally. (Kine EaGpianrt enters.) 

Kine Eaopitant: Have you chosen, 
Richard? 

Prince RIcHarp: Yes. 
marry the parlormaid. 

Satty: Me? How wonderful! 

King Eaepiant: The parlormaid? 

Prince Ricuarp: She learned every- 
thing all by herself. 

Sautty: With the Schoolmaster’s help. 

Kine Ecopiant: Schoolmaster, you 
must be a brilliant man. Come to 
my country. You may be a scholar 
and study all day instead of teaching 
lazy girls. 

ScHooLMasTER: Gladly, Your Majesty. 

Kine Eaapiant: That’s wonderful. 

ScHOOLMASTER: Now I must go pack. 
(ScHOOLMASTER and Kina Eac- 
PLANT exit.) 

Prince Ricwarp: Come, Princess 
Sally. (Prince Ricuarp and SALLY 
exit.) 

Princess YELLOw: Princess Sally! Of 
all things! 

Princess Buus: Princess Parlormaid! 

Kine Hupert: Quiet! Sit down at 
your desks, all three of you! 

Princess Buve: But, Papa — 

Kine Hupsert: Sit down! (They all 
sit down.) Take out papers and 
pencils. You’re going to sit there 
until you learn something. We'll 
start with spelling. Write! Diamond. 
(Spells out) D-I-A-M-O-N-D. Mines. 
M-I-N-E-S. 

Princess Pink: My hand is tired. 

Kine Husert: Be still. (Walks about 
room) Gold. G-O-L-D. (Faster and 
faster) Ruby. R-U-B-Y. Queen. 
Q-U-E-E-N. (Curtain.) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 84) 
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The Three Wishes 


by Ernestine Phillips 


Characters 
TONY 
MARIE 
JEANETTE 
Tam O’SHANTER, a Scotsman 
THe MAGIcIAN 
Maaicran’s IMAGE 
JESTER 
MOonkKE}Y 
SCENE | 

Time: Late evening. 

SerrinG: The interior of a forest hut. 

At Rise: Tony, JEANETTE, and MARIE 
enter. As they look around the room, 
they shake their clothes as if shaking 
off rain. 

Tony: Nobody is home, but it should 
be all right if we come in out of the 
rain. 

Marte: If the Magician lives here, he 
must be awfully poor. 
JEANETTE: He _ couldn’t 

Marie. Magicians are rich. 

Tony: You said it, Jeanette. This 
can’t be the Magician’s house. His 
house would be full of fine furniture 
and rich jewels. (Tony walks to the 
mirror and peers in.) All he has is an 
old mirror you can’t even see your- 
self in. We'll have to look some- 
where else. 

JEANETTE: Please, let’s not look right 
now. It’s dark outside. 

Marte: But we can’t stay here! 

Tony: Why not? Are you afraid of 
ghosts? 


live here, 


Marte: Of course not! There’s no 
such thing as a ghost. 

JEANETTE: Oh, yes there is. 

Marte: You’re just a silly! 

Tony: Stop it, girls. If we fight, we'll 
never find the Magician. We can’t 
give up now. We have to find the 
Magician to tell him what we want. 

JEANETTE: He’s right, Marie. I just 
can’t marry that horrible Monkey 
Face. 

Marte: And I’m tired of being a dairy 
maid. 

Tony: And I must find a treasure. 
(Knocking is heard off.) 

Marte: Listen! What’s that? 

JEANETTE: N-n-not a g-g-ghost? 

Marre (Laughs): No ghost would live 
in here! He couldn’t even find a 
decent sheet to wear. (The door opens 
and TaM O’SHANTER enters.) 

Marie (Screams): Tony, save me! 

Tony (In disgust): Don’t be silly! 
Good evening, sir. We saw your 
cottage and came in out of the 
storm. 

Tam (Shaking moisture from his clothes) : 
’Tis not my cottage, laddie. ’Tis my- 
self come out of the storm. 

JEANETTE: Aren’t you the Magician? 

Tam: ’Tis many a year since a lassie’s 
eyes mistook me for a magician. 

Tony: My name is Tony, sir. This is 
Jeanette, and this is Marie. (Tam 
shakes hands with the three.) 

Tam: O’Shanter is my name, Tam 





O’Shanter. It does my old eyes good 
to behold the likes of such youth 
and beauty. 

JEANETTE: Thank you, Mr. O’Shanter. 
Can you please tell us the way to the 
Magician’s cottage? 

Tam: I ha’ heard of such a cottage, 
lass, but doubt that it be here. Why 
seek ye the devil’s henchman? 

Marie: We need his help. 

Tony: We need the three wishes that 
the Magician can grant. 

Tam: Three wishes, is it? 
be these three wishes? 

JEANETTE: I do not want to marry a 
man I hate. 

Marte: I’m tired of cows, sir, and want 
to have some fun. 

Tony: I wish to find my fortune, sir. 

Tam (Nodding): Aye. Three wishes 
that many a one might have. 

JEANETTE: Oh, sir, if you help us we'll 
be ever so grateful. 

Tam: To gain such a wish ye must earn 
it, or else it canna be granted, I hear. 

Tony: We’d do anything, sir. 

JEANETTE: Yes, only tell us what to do. 

Tam: You must each do a kind deed 
for another. 

Marte: Is that all? 

Tam: Aye, that is all, but it is not as 
simple as it sounds. But it is time 
that I be going, lassies and lad. Fare 
ye well. (Tam ezits.) 

Marte: He was only fooling us. 

JEANETTE: He’s not even a magician. 

Tony: I liked him. 

Marte: He doesn’t know anything. 

Tony (Yawning): I’m tired. Let’s sit 
down and rest awhile. (The girls sit 
on the couch and Tony on the floor 
with his back against the couch. They 
soon fall asleep. The MAGICIAN en- 


And what 


ters. Looking neither to the right nor 
toward the audience, he walks directly 
to the mirror to stand before it.) 

Macicran: Image, come here. (The 
Maaicran’s IMAGE appears in the 
mirror frame, coming from his hiding 
place behind the attached wardrobe.) 
Image, you are looking exceptionally 
handsome tonight. 

ImMaGe: While you are as ugly as ever. 

Maaicran: Don’t get smart, Image. 
Remember you only exist because I 
exist. 

ImaGe (Laughs): Ha! Ha! I exist be- 
cause of the mirror. 

Maaicran: How dare you! (Jumps up 
and down in anger) I have a good 
mind to break you. 

ImaGE: Go ahead, break the mirror. 

Maaician (Standing still as he thinks): 
Not so fast, Image. I know your 
game. You’d like me to have seven 
years bad luck, wouldn’t you? (He 
turns from the mirror, sees the sleep- 
ers.) Ah, what have we here? A 
gentleman and two ladies. 

ImaGe: I heard them talking before 
you came in. 


Maaicran: What did they want? 


ImaGe: If you want to know, you must 


first polish me. You let me get so 
grimy I can’t see well. 

Maaician (Grumbling): Oh, all right. 
(The Maaictan grabs a dustcloth 
from the table and gives a pantomime 
polishing of the mirror, while the 
ImaGE smooths his hair and cocks his 
head from side to side. Then the 
MaaIciANn throws down the rag.) 

Imaae: Ah, the world is brighter again. 


Maaician (Impatiently): Now, what 
do they want? 





ImaGeE: They seek to gain the three 
wishes. 

Maaicran: What are their wishes? 

ImaGeE: The lad Tony wants his for- 
tune; Jeanette, the blonde, wants to 
escape marriage to an ugly man; and 
Marie wants to have some fun and 
get away from the cows. 

Maaictan: Humph, what trivial things 
girls will waste a wish on. The boy 
is the smart one. But I’ll certainly 
not grant any of their wishes. 

ImaGe: If you don’t, Tam O’Shanter 
will see that their wishes come true. 
He was here before you came in, and 
told them how to get their wishes, if 
they had only listened. 

Maaician: Curses! What was he 
doing here? I can’t do any business 
with him around. 

ImaGeE: Can you do any business any- 
way? (Laughs) Remember, the 
fairy guarding the treasure won’t 
deal with you. She will give it only 
to one who is young and pure, and 
you are old and bad, no matter how 
many disguises you put on. 

Maarctan: Hold your reflected tongue. 
Begone before I break you! 

IMAGE: Seven years bad luck! Seven 
years bad luck. (His voice fades as he 
disappears from view.) 

Maaictan: Hm-m-m, one who is young 
and pure. (MaGicIAN walks over and 
shakes Tony.) Wake up, Tony. 

Tony: What? (Jerking up his head) 
Where am I? Who are you? 

Maaictan: Professor Marko, Doctor of 
Magic. 

Tony (Springs to his feet): The Ma- 
gician who grants wishes? 

Maaician (Bowing): At your service. 

Tony: How do you do it? 


Maaician: I will take care of every- 
thing in due course. 

Tony: I’ll wake the girls. (Getting up, 
he bends toward the sleepers.) 

Maaician: Stop! I'll attend to the 
girls later. I handle only one client 
ata time. Let me see — (He taps his 
head as he thinks.) You wish to seek 
your fortune? 

Tony: Yes, I do, but how did you 
know? 

Maaeician: I know everything! Your 
fortune awaits you under a spread- 
ing oak tree guarded by a fairy. You 
must walk to this tree, the largest in 
the woods. When you find it, you 
must quickly approach the fairy and 
say, “Right makes might.’”’ These 
three magic words will give you the 
treasure. 

Tony: It’s wonderful of you to tell me. 
(He turns to leave, then pauses.) But 
if you know about this treasure, why 
haven’t you taken it for yourself? 

Maaictan: Because the fairy is keep- 
ing it for one who is young, and I am 
old. 

Tony: That’s too bad. I'll give you 
part of the treasure when I get it. 
Maaeictan: You must find the fairy 

and the oak tree first. 

Tony: I’ll find them. (Starting toward 
the door, he again stops.) What about 
the girls? 

Maaicrian: I will take care of the girls. 
(Tony exits. Maaictan shakes girls) 
Wake up my pretties, wake up. 

JEANETTE (Rubbing her eyes): Oh, 
Tony, it can’t be morning yet. 

Marie (Looks up and screams): It 
isn’t Tony. It’s a horrible — 

Maaician (Leaning over her): Yes, my 
pretty? 





Marre (Hastily): Oh! It’s a horrible 
shame Tony isn’t here. 

JEANETTE: You must be the Magician. 

Maarictan: I am he, Professor Marko, 
at your service. Girls, we mustn’t 
waste time. You, Jeanette, wish not 
to marry the man your father has 
chosen for you. 

JEANETTE: That’s right. He wants me 
to marry an ugly man, who looks 
just like a monkey. 

Maaician: Really? Tell me, Jeanette, 
if you looked like a monkey would 
he still wish to marry you? 

JEANETTE: But he thinks I’m beautiful! 
Everybody does. 

Maarician: Then we must change his 
mind, so he won’t want to marry 
you. 

JEANETTE: Oh, yes, but how? 

Maaician: Very simple, my dear — by 
changing the way you look. Thus. 
(He waves his cane) Here, see your 
new self in the mirror. (A MonKEy 
appears behind the mirror.) 

JEANETTE: Eek, I’m a monkey. (She 
runs away screaming, following by 
the Monkey, who comes from behind 
the mirror and chases her from the 
room.) 

Marre (Laughs): I'll bet she’s sorry 
she wished for that. 

Maarcran: And what is your wish, my 
dear? 

Marre: I want to have fun. I’m so 
tired of feeding cows, herding cows, 
and milking cows. 

Maeician: As you wish. Behold your 
new self. (A JESTER appears in the 
mirror.) 

Marie (Clapping her hands): Oh, 
marvelous, how very marvelous. 
(The JestER comes from behind the 
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mirror, takes Martr’s hand, and 
they exit swinging hands.) 

Maaictan (Standing before mirror): 
Image! Image, come here. (IMAGE 
appears behind the mirror.) We've 
done very well, very well indeed. 


(Chuckles as curtain falls) 
* * * * * 


SCENE 2 

Time: The following morning. 

SetrtinG: In the forest clearing. 

At Rise: JEANETTE, wearing a monkey 
mask, is seated sobbing on a log in the 
clearing. TAm enters. 

Tam: Here, here, what’s this? What 
might it be that’s ailing ye, wee 
monkey? 

JEANETTE (Raising her head): Don’t 
you know who I am? 

Tam: Have we met before? 

JEANETTE (Crying): Yes, last night. 
I’m Jeanette. That Magician turned 
me into a monkey. 

Tam: Och, did he now? ’Tis your wish 
he’s been a-granting? 

JEANETTE: I didn’t to be a 
monkey, but only that I wouldn’t 
have to marry Monkey Face. 

Tam: Remember, lass, the only way to 
get the right wish is to do a good 
deed. Good luck, (Tam 
exits.) 

JEANETTE: But what good can I do? 
(She rises as MARIE, wearing a Jester 
mask, enters.) 

Marte: Hi, Jeanette. This is fun, whee! 

JEANETTE: Fun! Who are you? 

Marte: I’m Marie. I’m having the 
time of my life. No more cows for 
me. 

JEANETTE: At least somebody’s happy! 

Marte: Tony is, too. He has his 


wish 


lassie. 





treasure. He found it under a tree. 
He’s hiding it again. 

JEANETTE: What’s the use of finding 
something if you just hide it again? 

Marie: To keep other people from 
getting it, silly. (Dances around 
stage) Oh, this is fun! (Stops and 
stares) Wow, are you ever ugly! 

JEANETTE: How dare you! You’re not 
my friend. But then, I’m not even 
a person any more. (She drops her 
head in her arms, and sinks to the log 
again. TONY enters.) 

Tony: Boy, this is the life, Marie. You, 
free as a jester, and me, rich as a 
miser. But where did this monkey 
come from? (JEANETTE sobs.) 

JEANETTE: I’m Jeanette. 

Tony: Why, what has happened to 
you? 

Martie: The Magician gave her her 
wish. Now she won’t have to marry 
that man. In fact, no man would 


have her now. (She laughs.) 

Tony: A friend wouldn’t talk like that. 
You aren’t Jeanette’s friend. (The 
MAGICIAN enters.) 


Maaician (Gaily): Well, well, the 
three wishes are granted and the 
wishers are all happy. 

ALL: We are not. 

Maaictan: What? Not happy? 

Tony: I’m not happy about Jeanette, 
because she isn’t happy about being 
a monkey. (JEANETTE sobs.) 

Maaician: What about you, Marie? 

Marte: At first everything was fine — 
but a jester is supposed to make 
other people happy and since my 
friends aren’t happy — well, I’m 
not, either. Jesting is a flop. 

Maaictan (Severely): I gave you your 
wishes. Now I must be paid. 
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Marie: Pay, what pay? 

Tony: I had forgotten. I promised to 
give him part of my fortune after I 
found it. (He takes money from kis 
pocket and hands it to the MaGIcIan, 
who waves his hand away. Tony re- 
turns money to his pocket.) 

Maerician: That isn’t enough. I'll 
take all of your money, Tony. I’ve 
already taken Jeanette’s beauty, and 
Marie’s friends. 

Tony: But you can’t do that. We're 
worse off than before. That’s not 
granting wishes. 

Maaictan: I promised to give you 
your wishes, not to make you happy. 

Tony: I won’t give you my money. 

Maarct1an: Then I'll take it, all of it. 

JEANETTE (Jumping up): Don’t give 
in, Tony. 

Tony: Ill also make you return 
Jeanette’s beauty to her. (Tony 
picks up a stick from the ground and 
attacks the MaGictan, who defends 
himself with his cane as they battle.) 

JEANETTE (Rushing forward): Tony, 
Professor, stop! 

Tony (Panting): Stay out of this. 

JEANETTE (Rushing between them. They 
stop): I can’t. He may keep my 
beauty. I can’t have you killed. 
You’re worth more than money or 
beauty. 

Tony: But I must do something. I 
know. I'll buy back your beauty. 
Magician, you may have the money 
when you return Jeanette’s beauty. 

Maaician: Agreed! (He snaps his 
fingers.) Give it to me — now. 

Tony: It’s hidden in the squirrel’s 
nest in the second largest oak tree. 

Maarcran: Abacadabra. (He snaps his 
fingers again and JEANETTE falls on 





the ground, pulling her mask off as she 
does so. Marte drops on her knees 
beside JEANETTE. ) 

Marte: You liar! You have killed her! 
Oh, I wish we’d never come. Keeping 
cows was better than this. I wish I 
had my friends back as they were, 
no matter how hard I have to work! 

Maaicran: Curses! Tam has beaten 
me again. Abacadabra. (He snaps 
his fingers and Marte collapses, re- 
moving her mask as she falls. Tony 
sinks on the log in despair, dropping 
his head in his hands. The MAGIcIAN 
exits at one side of the stage as TAM 
enters from the other.) 

Tam: What’s amiss, laddie? 


Tony: Everything. Jeanette and 


Marie are dead. 
Tam (Looking toward the two girls): 
How did such a thing happen? 
Tony: The Magician killed them. 
Tam: Nonsense! ’Tis faking he is. 


Tony: Just look at them. 

Tam (Walking over and kicking the 
masks with his feet): Nonsense! "Tis 
only an old fur rug and pile of rags. 
(Kneeling beside the girls) And your 
friends are merely sleeping. Ah, 
they’re waking. (The girls yawn, 
stretch their arms and sit up.) 

JEANETTE: I’ve had the strangest 
dream. 


Marte: So did I. I dreamed I was a 
jester —- but now I’d rather have 
my friends than be a jester. 

Tam: See now, Tony, they’re fine. 
(Tony raises his head and leaps to his 
feet in joy.) 

Tony: I can hardly believe it! 

Tam: Aye, but ’tis true. May ye use 
your riches wisely, Tony, is my wish 
for you, lad. 

Tony: I have no treasure. I gave it to 
the Magician. 

Tam: Aye, so ye did, which reminds 
me. As I passed the second largest 
oak tree, where ye hid the treasure, I 
found the fairy had taken guard of 
it. She said to tell you treasure 
should be used, not buried. 

Tony: So the Magician won’t have it 
after all. Could I get it again? 

Tam: No, lad, but you’ve still earned a 
treasure of another kind. For Jean- 
ette will marry you, and you'll both 
have a treasure in each other. And 
Marie, why she can dance the High- 
land fling at your wedding, and have 
all the fun and friends a lassie has 
need of. ’Tis a valuable lesson ye’ve 
all learned this day: Seek not a dif- 
ferent life, or riches. Find happiness 
within thyself. (Curtain) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Taree WIsHES 


Characters: 4 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Tony, Jeanette and Marie wear 
peasant-style clothing. In Scene 2, Jeanette 
has a monkey mask and Marie, a jester 
mask (or cap and collar). The Magician 
and his Image should wear identical masks, 
black gowns, and black pointed hats with 
silver stars. Tam O’Shanter wears a kilt 
and tam. Monkey and Jester wear appro- 
priate costumes. 


Properties: Dustcloth, cane, for Magician; 
money, stick, for Tony. 

Setting: Scene 1: The interior of a forest hut, 
with a door at right center, a couch at right, 
a wardrobe with an attached frame at 
center, and a table and chairs at left. Scene 
2: A forest clearing with a log at center. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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The Missing Gift 


by Robert Ronan 


Characters 
KING 
QUEEN 
PRINCESS 
JESTER 
Court PHOTOGRAPHER 
2 Lapies In WAITING 
2 GUARDS 


CouRTIERS 
LADIES 
Serrine: The throne room of the palace. 
Near the two thrones are several large 
boxes, tied with ribbons. 
At Rise: Lapres tn WAITING scurry 


on, carrying a gift-wrapped box. They 
place it beside the other gifts. 

ist Lapy: It’s a lucky thing for us that 
you remembered that today is the 
King’s birthday. 

2np Lapy: And just in time, too. I 
overheard the Cook talking to herself 
about the birthday cake she has to 
make. 

Ist Lapy: Can you imagine how upset 
the King would be if anyone in the 
court forgot his birthday? 

2np Lapy: Well, I don’t know why we 
should worry about that. He’s 
bound to be upset, anyhow. 

Ist Lavy: It’s certainly no fun being a 
lady in waiting when all we do is 
wait for the King to stop being upset. 

2np Lapy: Sh-h-h! We'd better go. I 
think I hear him grumbling down the 


hall. (They run off left. At righi the 
KInG and QUEEN enter, both very 
cross. They are followed by the 
PRINCESS. ) 

KrnG: Oh, what a terrible day to have 
a birthday! 

QueEEN: It will be a miracle indeed if 
we ever get through the birthday 
party. 

Kine: Don’t make me think of that 
party! I wish we could call it off. 
Princess: But, Father, this should be 

a happy day for you. 

Kina: I am just not in the party mood. 

Queen: And I’m about to get a head- 
ache. (Going to the pile of gifts) I’m 
sure these boxes are filled with the 
very same things you received last 
year. 

Kina (Goes to sit on his throne): And 
we'll only have to give them away 
again. 

QUEEN (Shakes one of the boxes to detect 
what is inside): Whatever’s inside 
this box must be very small. I can’t 
even hear it move. (Puts box back 
on pile) Well, my dear King (She 
crosses to throne, sits next to the 
KING.), you certainly can’t go to 
your own birthday party wearing 
the face you have now. Why can’t 
you look happy? 

Kine (Angrily) : How can I be expected 
to look happy when I can’t even 





find my Jester? I haven’t seen him 
for days. Do you know where he is, 
daughter? 

Princess: No, Father. 
hasn’t been feeling well. 

King: What foolishness! Court jesters 
are never sick. 

QvuEEN: You'd better get him to cheer 
you up very quickly. The party 
starts in a few minutes. 

Kina: If we have to have my birthday 
today, I might as well be in a good 
humor. (Calls) Where is the Jester? 

Princess (Starting to go): I'll find him 
for you, Father. 

Kine: No! You'll take all day finding 
him. I'll have my guards find him. 
(Calling) Where are my guards? 
(2 Guarps enter from right, looking 
very serious.) Oh, there you are. I 
want you to find that silly Jester at 
once. Tell him if he does not appear 
before me in a matter of minutes, he 


Perhaps he 


will be banished forever from my 


kingdom. (Studying the Guarps’ 

faces) And why must you both look 

It’s my birthday! Can’t 
you manage to look happier? (The 2 
GUARDS tremble and look 
frightened. The Kine stands up and 
shouts.) I want everyone to look 
happy! (The Guarps run out in fear.) 

Princess (Crossing to Kine): You 
must try not to upset yourself, 
Father. The Jester will make you 
feel like laughing. 

Kine: He had better! I don’t even 
think he’s funny any more. 

Princess: I find him 
funny. 

Kine: I do not! But we shall see. (1st 
Lapy IN WAITING enters from left.) 

Ist Lapy: Your Majesties, forgive me 


so grim? 


start to 


wonderfully 


for intruding, but the Court Photog- 
rapher has arrived to take the royal 
birthday picture. 

Kine: Oh, no! On top of all my trouble 
I have to have my picture taken! 
(He sits again and holds his head. 
The Court PHOTOGRAPHER hurries 
on with a large camera on a tripod.) 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Good afternoon, Your 
Majesties! And happy, happy 
birthday to you, Your Majesty. 

QvuEEN: The King is too overcome by 
joy to speak, Court Photographer, 
so please take your picture quickly. 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Would you all take 
your royal places around him, 
please? I only hope I’ve loaded the 
camera properly. All will go quickly 
if I have. (The Queen and the 
Princess cross to the thrones. The 
QUEEN seats herself in her throne, and 
the Princess stands next to KING. 
The PHOTOGRAPHER down 
center with his camera, with his back 
to audience. He crouches to the level 
of the camera.) Now, we'll want the 
royal birthday picture to be a very 
happy one. So would you all please 
smile? (The Princess looks at Kine 
and QuEEN. They attempt a weak, 
silly smile. The PRINCESS, in em- 
barrassment, does the same.) No, I’m 
afraid we’re going to have to look a 
tiny bit happier, please. Just a 
little more joy on your faces, please. 
This is the royal birthday picture, 
you know. (Their expressions do not 
change.) If Your Majesties will ex- 
cuse the suggestion, might I possibly 
ask you to smile? (They do not 
smile.) Just a slightly larger smile? 
(No response) Then how about just 
an ordinary little smile? 


comes 





Kina (Rises suddenly and angrily): We 
are smiling! 

PHOTOGRAPHER: Well, if you are, my 
camera doesn’t see it. 

Kina: Enough! Get out! We will have 
no royal birthday picture this year! 
(The PHOTOGRAPHER runs out with 
his camera.) Come, my dear Queen. 
Will you accompany me to the royal 
refrigerator? I must put a royal ice- 
pack on my head. (The Kine and 
QUEEN exit right, followed by the 
LADY IN WAITING.) 

Princess (Sitting on edge of the throne) : 
Oh, dear. This should be one of 
Father’s happiest days, but it will 
soon end in disaster. If only I could 
do something! (From behind the 
birthday gifts, the Jester suddenly 
pops up.) 

Jester (Sadly): It’s no use. 

Princess (Jumps up, crosses down to 
where he leans on the boxes): Mister 
Jester! Why, everyone’s looking for 
you. Why are you hiding? 

Jester: Because it’s no use trying to 
get the King to laugh. Nearly every- 
one in this palace has lost his sense 
of humor, and I think maybe I’m 
losing mine. 

Princess: But you mustn’t. Mister 
Jester, Father is in the most terrible 
mood today, and you must help him. 

Jester: What more can I do? I’ve 
tried every trick, I’ve shown every 
stunt, I’ve played every prank, and 
nothing makes him laugh. 

Princess: If you could just try — (She 
covers her face with her hands and be- 
gins to cry. She turns away. JESTER 
comes out from behind the boxes and 
follows her.) 

JESTER: Oh, please don’t cry. 


Princess: My father will have you 
banished if you fail to make him 
laugh today. 

JesTeER: Perhaps I should go away. 
Since the King lost his sense of 
humor, how can I work here? 

Princess: But you haven’t lost your 
sense of humor, and you can give 
Father’s back to him. Oh, please 
help me, Mister Jester. 

JesteR (Walks around her for a mo- 
ment, thinking deeply): Maybe my 
brain needs jogging. Just a moment. 
(He bends down to do a somersault, 
then sits for a moment and shakes his 
head slightly. He does another somer- 
sault, waits a second, and then does 
another.) Oh, it was asleep! It just 
woke up. 

Princess (Runs to him): What is it? 
Have you thought of something? 
JesTER: I have an idea that may work, 

but it’s dangerous. 

Princess: Dangerous? 

JESTER: Yes. 

Princess: Oh, dear, are you going to 
walk a wire or something? 

Jester: No. It will happen right here 
on the ground, if it happens. 

Princess: Please, please try! They 
mustn’t banish you, Mister Jester. 

Jester: All right, I’ll try it, but keep 
your fingers crossed. (Looks off right) 
Here they come. See you in a mo- 
ment. (He disappears behind the 
thrones. The KinG and QUEEN enter, 
followed by Lapres IN WAITING, 
other Lapies, and Courtiers. The 
KING and QUEEN go to the thrones as 
the others bow and stand on either side. 
The Princess curtseys and stands 
beside the thrones.) 

Kina: I have called you here before me 





in order to announce that there will 
be no Royal Birthday Party this 
afternoon. (CourTiERS and LADIES 
sigh and moan.) This is because the 
court Jester is nowhere to be found. 
(The JesTER leaps out joyously from 
behind the thrones and frightens the 
KING, who gives a shriek.) 

JESTER: But there can be a party, 
Your Majesty, for Iam here. I have 
been away for a while trying to find 
the most fitting gift to give you to- 
day. So forgive my absence, Your 
Majesty. 

Kina: What is the gift you are pre- 
pared to give? 

Jester: The funniest gift in the world, 
Your Majesty. 

Kine: And where are you hiding it? 

Jester: I have it hidden behind your 
thrones, sire. (The PRINCESS rises 
quickly and comes downstage to watch.) 


But as it’s very much alive, I cannot 
bring it out. If I may make so bold, 
might Her Majesty the Queen come 
with me to see it first? 

QUEEN (Jrritated): Jester, you are going 


too far! You will have to tell me 
first what it is I am to see behind 
my throne. 

JesTer: A picture. A funny picture. 

Queen: Is the picture alive? 

Jester: Yes, and it’s the funniest pic- 
ture in the world. Permit me, Your 
Majesty. (He extends his hand. She 
rises hesitantly, then disappears be- 
hind thrones with him. In a second, 
she comes out from behind laughing 
hysterically.) 

QUEEN (Laughing, holding onto throne): 
Oh-h-h! The funniest picture in the 
world! 


Kine: My dear Queen! Have you gone 
mad? (He leaps up and runs behind 
throne. In another second, he roars 
with laughter and appears again. He 
and the QuEEN lean against their 
thrones convulsed with laughter) 

JESTER (Appears from behind, holds 
something behind back): Your Maj- 
esties, what did you see? 

KinG: Simply the silliest picture I’ve 
ever seen. 

Princess: Oh, do let us all see this 
picture. 

Jester (Takes from behind his back a 
hand mirror and holds it up): Here it 
is. It was within this mirror that 
they saw their faces! (The Kine and 
QUEEN begin to laugh even louder. 
Everyone laughs with them.) 

Princess (Runs to the Jester): Oh, 
thank you, Mister Jester. I knew 
you hadn’t lost your sense of humor. 
(Goes to the Kina) And, Father, now 
you will have a happy birthday. 

Kine (Laughing): Yes! We had only 
to see how very silly we looked while 
we were busy being grumpy. Thank 
you, Jester. 

Jester: Thank you, sire, for being able 
to accept what I was returning as a 
birthday gift— your lost sense of 
humor! (The Kina, QuEEN and 
Princess sit together on the thrones 
now, still smiling and laughing as the 
Jester begins to dance for them. The 
Court PHOTOGRAPHER rushes on 
with his camera, quickly takes his pic- 
ture, and rushes off as the curtain 
falls.) 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 84) 





The Catnip Patch 


by Gladys V. Smith 


Characters 
Murr 
Burr 
CuFF 
Moruer Cart, their mother 
QUEEN’s Pussycat 
OwL 
Ow t’s Pussycat 
Dick WHITTINGTON’s Cat 
Puss in Boots 
HEY-DIDDLE-DIDDLE 
Carico Cat 
Tue Cat WHo WALKED BY HIMSELF 
Kir 
Kart 
FLUFF 
INKY 
TABBY 
WHITEY 
FRISKY 
Scurr 


the Three Little Kittens 


True: Long, long ago. 

Sertine: Storyland. A large poster 
with cat tracks on it is in the middle 
background. A sign with an arrow 
points ‘To Catnip Patch.” At left 
are catnip stalks and a pussy willow 
tree; at right are cattails. 

At Rise: QUEEN’s Pussycat 7s stand- 
ing, reading the poster with cat tracks 
on it. All other characters except 
Murr, Burr, Curr, MorHer Cat 
and Tue Cat Wuo WALKED BY 
HIMSELF are onstage, sitting and 
standing in little groups. As they 


speak they hurry over to look at the 
poster. 

Kir: Does it really say so? 

Pussycat: Yes! Right here in the 
Cat Track News! 

Kar: It’s posted in Cattail Lane! 

Scurr: Come and see! Come and read! 

Tasby: It’s as plain as a cat’s whiskers! 

Wuitry: Mew! Mew! Can it be true? 

Scurr: How a-mew-sing! 

FLurF: Read it to us, Pussyeat. You 
are always saying that the Queen 
taught you to read when you went 
to London. Now prove it. 

Pussycat: It’s a lucky thing for you 
that she did teach me. She said it 
was a reward because I frightened 
a little mouse under her chair. 

Au: Don’t boast! 

Pussycat: Excuse me! 
to boast. (Reading) 
mean Mew! Mew! 
amazing. 

Au: Read! Read! 
Pussycat: It says... 
The three little kittens 
Have lost their mittens. 
Frisky: Oh, no! Not again! 

Auu: Lost their mittens? 
little kittens! 

Inky: I’m afraid they’ve been a bit 
careless. 

FLurr: Their mother must be worried. 

Kir: She’s busy knitting all the time. 
She does more knitting than any cat 
I’ve ever seen. 


I didn’t mean 
My! My! I 
This is most 


The poor 





Kat: Here they come now. Maybe 
we can help. (Murr, Burr, Curr, 
and MoruHer Cart enter.) 

Murr, Burr, and Curr (With hand- 
kerchiefs to noses): Boo hoo! Boo hoo! 

Pussycat (To Moruer Cat): Mother 
Cat, we are your neighbors from 
Storyland. We are sorry to hear of 
your bad luck. We should like to 
help you. 

Moruer Cat: Mew, mew! How do you 
do? That’s certainly kind of you. 

Pussycat: First I should like you to 
meet Hey-diddle-diddle. 

Moruer Cat: So you’re the famous 
fiddler! I’d love to hear you play. 

HEY-DIDDLE-DIDDLE: Perhaps you 
would like this song. 

Au. (Singing as H&yY-DIDDLE-DIDDLE 
plays the fiddle): Hey, diddle, diddle, 
The cat and the fiddle 
The cow jumped over the moon 


The little dog laughed 
To see such sport 
And the dish ran away with the 


spoon. 

HEY-DIDDLE-DIDDLE: Mother Cat, 
could you tell us where your children 
were playing when they lost their 
mittens? 

Moruer Cat: Why, yes. They were 
having a picnic down in the Catnip 
Patch. 

Att: The Catnip Patch! What a 
wonderful place for a picnic! 

Moruer Cart: Their fun was spoiled 
when they couldn’t find their mit- 
tens. 

Aut: Oh! Too bad! 

H8Y-DIDDLE-DIDDLE: This is Dick 
Whittington’s Cat. We call him 
Globe-Trotter because he has trav- 
eled to faraway lands. 


Moruer Cart: I’ve been so interested 
in your adventures. How pleased 
the Sultan was when you scared the 
rats and mice away from his palace! 

Dick Wuirtineton’s Cat: Thank you. 
I’ve never hunted for mittens, 
though. I hope I can do as well with 
them! 

Moruer Cart: Oh, I do hope so. 

Puss In Boots (Steps forward and 
bows): Mew, mew! How do you do? 
I’m Puss in Boots. 

Moruer Cat: Mew, mew! I’m pleased 
to meet you. What beautiful boots 
you have. 

Puss tn Boots: Thank you. They will 
help me walk a long way to find the 
mittens. Now I should like you to 
meet the Calico Cat. (Jf desired, a 
group may recite “The Duel,” by 
Eugene Field.) 

Cauico Cat: I'd like to join the mitten 
hunt, but to tell the truth, I haven’t 
been in very good shape since my 
spat with the Gingham Dog. 

Moruer Cart: Now, little kittens, let 
this be a lesson to you. Always re- 
member to stay away from dogs. 

Murr, Burr, and Curr: Yes, Mother, 
we will. 

Catico Cat: Do you know this 
friendly pair? I’d like you to meet 
the Owl and the Pussycat. 

Aut: The Owl and the Pussycat went 

to sea 
In a beautiful pea-green boat. 
They took some honey 
And plenty of money 
Wrapped up in a five-pound note. 

Moruer Cat: I have read so much 
about you. I’ve always wanted to 
see the land where the bong-tree 


grows. Do come over some moon- 





light night and show us your travel 
pictures. 

Ow .: We'd love to. 

Ow.’s Pussycat: And later, per- 
haps... 

Ow. and Owt’s Pussycat: Hand in 

hand, on the edge of the sand, 

We'll dance by the light of the moon, 
The moon, 
The moon, 

We'll dance by the light of the moon. 

Moruer Cart: Kittens, it is time for 
you to tell your names. 

Murr: I’m Muff. 

Burr: I’m Buff. 

Curr: I’m Cuff. 

Murr, Burr, and Curr: We’re friendly 
little kittens, but we don’t take care 
of our mittens. 

Moruer Cat: I’m so tired of knitting! 

Ow: Don’t worry, Mother Cat. 

Ow.’s Pussycat: The mittens can’t 
be very far away. 


Cauico Cat: We all have sharp eyes. 
(Tue Cat Wuo WALKED By Hin- 
SELF enters.) 

Moruer Cart: Ah! 
old friend, the Cat Who Walked by 


Here comes my 


Himself. It has been so long since 
I’ve seen you. Where have you been? 

Tue Cart WuHo WALKED BY HIMSELF: 
I have been walking by my wild 
lone through the wet wild woods, 
and I have one thing to say. Let’s 
go to the mitten hunt in the catnip 
patch! Away! Away! 

ALL (Running in a circle about the 
stage as Moruer Cat, Murr, Burr, 
and Curr exit): Let’s go to the 
mitten hunt in the Catnip Patch! 
Away! Away! (They stop in front of 
catnip.) 

Inxy: Meow! What wonderful catnip! 


Frisky: Meow! It looks so good! 
Tassy: Meow! It smells so good! 
AL: Meow! It is good. 

Scurry: We might pick some while we 
are looking. 

Au (Picking catnip as they sing to the 
tune of ‘Way Down Yonder in the 
Pawpaw Patch’): 

Pick a little catnip 

Put it in a basket. (Repeat twice) 

Way down yonder in the catnip 
patch! 

Don’t forget 

To look for your mittens. 
twice) 

Way down yonder in the catnip 
patch. 

Wuirey: I don’t see them anywhere. 

Kir: I’ve looked all over. 

Kat: What do you suppose the kittens 
did with them? 

Fiurr: They must have been pretty 
careless. 

H&Y-DIDDLE-DIDDLE: No wonder their 
mother scolded. 

Inky (As she looks at the pussy willow 
tree): What big pussy willows! 

Ow.’s Pussycat: Aren’t they huge! 
Are they really pussy willows? 

Inky: Just see for yourself. 

Tue Cat WHo WALKED BY HIMSELF: 
You silly kittens! Who ever saw 
such big pussy willows? They must 
be something else. 

Frisky: Let’s look more closely! 

Puss in Boots (Pulling a mitten from 
the tree): Can it be? It is! 

Au (As five other mittens are taken from 
the tree): We’ve found them! We’ve 
found them! Here are the mittens! 
Come, Mother Cat! Come, little 
kittens! (Murr, Burr, Curr, and 
Moruer Car enter.) 


(Repeat 
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Ow : Three little kittens 

Took off their mittens 

And hung them way up high. 
Moruer Car: Dear storyland kittens, 

You found the mittens 

Now you shall have some pie! 
ALL: Meow, Meow! Meow, meow! 

Now we'll all have some pie! (Quick 

curtain) 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Catnip Patcu 

Characters: 20 characters; cast may be all- 
girl, or both boys and girls. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Cat costumes for all except Owl, 
who wears an owl costume. Puss in Boots 
should wear boots. 

Properties: 3 handkerchiefs, 6 mittens and a 
fiddle. 

Setting: Storyland. A large poster with cat 
tracks on it is in the middle background, 
A sign with an arrow on it points “To 
Catnip Patch.” At left are catnip stalks 
and a pussy willow tree; at right are cat- 
tails. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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@ By purchasing play scripts you can 
save time and effort spent in copy- 
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@ We can supply you with copies of 
plays from current and past issues. 


Subscribers pay only 25 cents per script! 


When ordering, be sure to give name 
under which subscription is listed. 
(Otherwise the price of each play is 50 
cents per copy.) 


To eliminate bookkeeping we suggest that 
payment accompany orders, especially for 
small quantities. 


PLAYS, INC. 


8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 














Rabbits, Rabbits, Rabbits 


by Deborah Newman 


Characters 
Wun, the clown 
Tosy, his assistant 
FLOPSY 
Mopsy 
CorronTaIL 
Prerer RaBBitr 
HARE 
TORTOISE 
ALICE IN WONDERLAND 
Waurre Rassir 
Brer Rassit 
PeTeR CoTTrontvaliL 
Easter BuNNY 
Boys AND GIRLS 

SerrinG: A television studio decorated 
for Easter. 

At Rise: Wiis is busy emptying the 
drawers of a desk at center. He is 
looking for something. He pulls out 
papers, rubbers, hats, etc. Then he 
stops, shakes his head, pulls out a 
large handkerchief, and weeps loudly. 
Tosy enters. 

Tosy: Well, Willie, are you all set for 
the Easter program? (WILLIE shakes 
his head and cries. Tony is con- 
cerned.) Willie, what’s the matter? 

Witure (Wiping his eyes): A terrible 
thing has happened, Toby. It’s so 
terrible I can’t even talk about it. 
(He cries some more.) 

Tosy: Willie, stop crying. It’s almost 
time for the program. 

Wiure: I can’t stop — boo hoo! Oh, 
why did this have to happen? 


Topsy (Sternly): Willie, stop crying 
this minute. (WILLIE stops.) Now, 
look. Our Easter program is about 
to begin. Is that right? (WILLIE 
nods.) We’ve invited a lot of rabbits 
to take part in the program, and all 
of them said they would come. Is 
that right? (WILLIE nods.) So we’re 
going to have a wonderful Easter 
program! (WILLIE nods, then re- 
members. He shakes his head and 
cries again.) 

Wi.u1e: Boo hoo! No! No, Toby. 
We're not going to have a wonderful 
Easter program because I’ve lost the 
guest list. When the rabbits come, I 
won’t know who they are. Here 
I’ve invited rabbits to the program— 
and I won’t be able to introduce 
them because I don’t know their 
names. 

Tosy: Oh, Willie! How could you lose 
the guest list? 

Wie: It was very easy. I wrote 
down the names of all the rabbits 
we invited on a big sheet of paper. 
(Shrugs) Then I just put the list 
somewhere — and now I can’t find 
it. (He cries. Tosy looks through 
the drawers, shaking his head. Then 
he comes back to WILLIE.) 

Tosy: Willie, stop crying. (WILLIE 
doesn’t stop. Tony shouts.) Willie, 
stop it! (Wire stops.) I have a 
good idea. 

Wiure: Will it work? 





Tosy: I think it will. 

Wie: Quick, tell me. 
idea? 

Tosy (Looks at audience): These boys 
and girls look pretty smart to me. 
I’ll bet they can help you out. 

Wire (Delighted): Of course. (To 
audience) Boys and girls, you can 
help me out. (Stops, thinks, then 
speaks to Topsy) How? How? What 
are they going to do? 

Topsy: I'll show you. (Points to first 
row in audience) Would you six boys 
and girls please come up on the 
stage? (Six Boys and Grruis from 
the first row come up on the stage.) 
Now, please sit these 
chairs. (The Boys and Girts sit on 
chairs at one side of the stage. ToBy 
goes back to Wiiu1B.) Now, Willie, 
these boys and girls will tell you 
who the rabbits are. 

Wie (Excited): Oh, wonderful! 
Toby, I knew you’d think of some- 
thing. Boys and girls, you can tell 
me who the rabbits are! (Stops, 
shakes head) How? 
going to tell me? 

Topsy: When our guests come in, you 
start talking to them. 

Wituie: What should I say? 

Tosy: Just ask them about themselves. 
Talk about the weather, or anything 
at all. These boys and girls will 
listen. Then you can say to them, 
“Now, boys and girls, you know 
who this is.” 

Wi.uie: Now, boys and girls, you 
know who this is. 

Tony: Then the boys and girls will tell 
you. 

Wiuuie (Walks back and forth, think- 
ing): I think we’d better practice. 


What’s your 


down on 


How are they 


Tosy: All right. I'll pretend to be 
someone from a well-known story, 
and you ask me questions. Then 
we'll see if the boys and girls know 
who I am. 

Wuu18: Who will you be? 

Tosy: Wait and see. (He puts on a 
blonde wig, takes a duster and starts 
dusting. Finally, he even dusts 
WILLIE. ) 

Wiuie: Why are you dusting me? 

Tosy: I’m a poor little girl and my 
stepmother makes me do all the 
cleaning. My stepsisters never do 
any work at all. 

Wire: What do your stepsisters do? 

Tosy: They go to balls. Oh, how I 
wish I could go to a ball. If only I 
had a fairy godmother who would 
help me! 

Wiuuie (To children onstage): Boys 
and girls, you,know who this is — 
(Doubtfully) don’t you? 

Boys AND Grrus: Cinderella! 

Wiuure (70 Tony): They say you’re 
Cinderella. Is that right? 

Topsy: Of course. I told you they were 
smart. (Bell rings off-stage.) 

Wuute: Oh-oh. Here come our guests. 
Toby, you bring them in — and re- 
member, boys and girls, you have to 
help me. (Tony exits, returns with 
Fiorsy, Mopsy, Corrontar. and 
Peter. Topsy puts things back in 
drawers while Wiu1E talks to rab- 
bits.) Well, hello. It was so nice of 
you to come. 

Perer (Sneezing into handkerchief): 
Ka-choo! 

Fiopsy: We almost didn’t come. 

Mopsy: Mama said we couldn’t come 
unless our brother’s cold got better. 

Perer: Ka-choo! Ka-choo! 





Corrontal.: He still has a little cold — 
but we all begged so hard that at 
last Mama said we could come. 

Peter: Ka-choo! Ka-choo! 

Wiiure: My goodness, how did you 
ever get such a cold? 

Fiopsy: He lost his new jacket and his 
shoes in Mr. McGregor’s garden. 
Mopsy: And then he got all wet hiding 
in Mr. McGregor’s watering can. 
CoTronTalL: He was really very sick. 

Mama gave him camomile tea. 

Wie: I’m glad he was feeling well 
enough to come. (J'urns to children 
onstage.) Now, boys and girls, I’m 
sure you know who our guests are — 
so let’s hear their names. 

Boys and Grrus: Flopsy, Mopsy, 
Cottontail and Peter Rabbit. 

Wire (Delighted): Of course, of 
course. You are such smart children. 
Here are Flopsy, Mopsy, Cottontail 
and Peter Rabbit. Please sit down 


and enjoy our show. (Rabbits sit. 

Tosy brings in Hare and Torrotse.) 
Tosy: Here are some more guests. 
Wi.ure: Welcome to our program. 


(The Hare and Torrorse puff 
heavily and seem tired.) 

Tortoise (Speaking slowly in a low 
voice): Mind if I sit down? I’m 
tired. 

Hare (Speaking very quickly): So am I. 
So am I. 

Wie: Toby, please bring our guests 
some chairs. (Topsy brings chairs, 
and the Hare and Torro!se sit.) 
Why are both of you so tired? 

Hare: We’re tired because we’ve been 
racing. 

Wire: Oh — racing. Well, it’s nice 
to race. 

Hare: No, it isn’t. It isn’t nice at all. 
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(Points to Tortoise, who nods sol- 
emnly.) He always wins. 

Wuute: He does? 

Torto1seE (Pointing to Hare): He al- 
ways starts the race by running 
very fast. 

Hare: But then I stop to rest. 

Tortoise: I never stop. While he’s 
sleeping, I just go on past him. 

Hare (Jumps up): I wake up! I start 
running! But it’s too late. 

TorrorsE: I win. Slow and steady wins 
the race. 

Wire: I’m glad you could stop rac- 
ing long enough to come here this 
afternoon. Now I want you to meet 
the boys and girls. (To children on- 
stage) Boys and girls, you know who 
these two are, don’t you? 

Boys and Giris: The Hare and the 
Tortoise. 

Wire: That’s right! That’s right! 
The Hare and the Tortoise. (The 
Wuire Rassirt rushes on.) 

Wurre Rassir: Oh, dear! 
I shall be too late! 

Wituie (Stopping him): 
You’re not late at all. 

Wuire Rassir (Takes out watch and 
looks at it): Oh, my ears and whisk- 
ers, how late it’s getting! I must 
run. (He runs off left as ALICE enters 
right.) 

AuicE: Excuse me, sir — but have you 
seen a white rabbit? 

Wie: Yes, I have. He just went that 
way. (Points left) 

Auice: Oh, dear. I always miss him. 
I followed him down the rabbit 
hole, and the strangest things have 
been happening. It’s curiouser and 
curiouser! (The Wuire Rassit runs 
on again.) 


Oh, dear! 


Nonsense. 





Warre Rassir: Oh! The Duchess, 
the Duchess! Won’t she be savage 
if I’ve kept her waiting! 

ALIcE (Stopping him): If you please, 
sir. 

Waurre Rassir: I’m late, I tell you. 

Witz: No, you’re not late. You were 
coming here today, and you’re right 
on time. Besides; this young lady 
has been looking all over for you. 

Warre Rassrir (Jo Write): Are you 
the Duchess? 

Wire (Surprised): Do I look like a 
duchess? 

Warre Rassir (Pointing to ALICE): 
She’s not the Duchess. 

Auice: Of course not. 
Alice. 

Wire: Now, Mr. Rabbit, I want you 
to meet some boys and girls. Boys 
and girls, who is this? 

Boys and Grats: The White Rabbit. 

Wire: That’s right. He’s the White 
Rabbit from Alice in Wonderland — 
and here’s Alice herself. Please sit 
down and enjoy our show. (ToBy 
takes Auice and the WuiTe RABBIT 
to seats as Brer Rassir enters. 
Brer Rassirt is laughing so hard he 
can’t stop. He slaps his knee, claps 
his hands and keeps on laughing while 
WILLIE tries to quiet him.) What’s so 
funny? Please tell us the joke. 

Brer Rassir: I just showed Brer 
Bear and Brer Fox my laughing 
place. (He covers his mouth with his 
hand and begins to laugh again.) 

Wire: Your laughing place? Where 
is your laughing place? 

Brer Rassir: It’s in a hollow tree. 
You see, Brer Bear and Brer Fox 
tied me up. They were going to 
make me into stew. (Shakes head) I 


My name is 


didn’t want to be made into stew, no 
sirree! 

Wie: What did you do? 

Brer Rassir: I told Brer Bear and 
Brer Fox I'd take them to my laugh- 
ing place. And at last, we started 
off. I took them to a hollow tree, 
they poked their heads inside, and 
zippety-zim! Out came all the bees 
in the world! Brer Bear and Brer 
Fox ran off into the woods as fast as 
they could go. (He laughs again.) 
That’s my laughing place! 

Witure (Laughing with Brer Ras- 
Bit): You’re a smart rabbit, all right. 
And I want you to meet some smart 
boys and girls. Boys and girls, you 
know who this is. 

Boys and Grats: Brer Rabbit. 

Brer Rassir: Of course. I’m Brer 
Rabbit. 

Wiure: Won’t you sit down and en- 
joy our show? (Brer Rassir sits. 
Prerer CorTrontTalIL comes hopping 
in, humming “Here Comes Peter 
Cottontail.’’) 

Perer Corrontal.: Hello. I hope I’m 
not late. I was just coming down 
the street when I heard some people 
singing my song. I just had to stop 
to listen. 

Wiu1e: Your song? I didn’t know a 
rabbit had a song. 

Perer CorrontaiL: Then you can’t 
know very much. 

Wiu1e: But these boys and girls are 
smart. They know everything. 

Perer CorrontariL: Then they know 
my song. (Hums a few bars) Don’t 
you know it? Then sing it! (The 
Boys and Gtrus get up and sing the 
song. Prrer Corronta directs 
them and hops around the stage. 





When the song is finished, the Boys 
and Grrus sit.) Wonderful! Just 
wonderful. 

Wi.ule (Excited): This time I know 
who you are! You’re Peter Cotton- 
tail! 

PETER COoTTONTAIL: 
Peter Cottontail. 
WItE: Please sit down and enjoy our 
show. (Prerer Corronratr sits. 
Tosy goes to talk to Perer Corron- 
TAIL. WILLIE paces up and down in 
front, thinking. Finally, he tries to 
get Tosy’s attention.) Toby! Psst, 

Toby! (Shouts) Toby! 

Tosy (Coming to Wi118): What’s the 
matter now? 

Wiuu1e: We have one more rabbit 
coming. But I don’t remember who 
it is. 


Certainly I’m 


Tosy: Ask the boys and girls. 
Wiure (To children): Help me, boys 


and girls. We have one more rabbit 
coming. I think he has something to 
do with Easter eggs. Yes, that’s 
right — Easter eggs. But what is 
his name? 

Boys AND Grrus: The Easter Bunny! 

Wire (Happily): Toby, they’re 
right. It’s the Easter Bunny! But 
where is he? (Easter Bunny enters, 
carrying a basket of Easter eggs and 
some large sheets of cardboard.) Ah, 
here he is! (Brings Easter BuNNY 
to center) Boys and girls, I want you 
to meet the most important rabbit 
here today — the Easter Bunny. 


Easter Bunny: Happy Easter, every- 
one. 

Wie: Mr. Easter Bunny, these boys 
and girls are the smartest children 
I’ve ever seen. They’ve been help- 
ing me with my program today. 

Easter Bunny: Then perhaps they’ll 
help me, too. I can always use help 
at Easter time. I’m so busy paint- 
ing eggs and making Easter baskets, 
I don’t know what to do. 

Wie: I’m sure the boys and girls 
will be happy to help you. Come on, 
boys and girls, the Easter Bunny 
needs you. (The Boys and GIRLs 
line up at the front of the stage. The 
Easter Bunny gives each child a 
large piece of cardboard with a letter 
on it. The letters spell ‘‘Easter.”’ 
All the story characters stand.) 

Easter Bunny: Now, boys and girls, 
can you tell us about Easter? 

lst Grru: E is for Easter eggs, reds, 
purples, blues. 

ist Boy: A is for all dressed up, new 
hats and shoes. 

2nD Girt: § is for springtime, at last 
it is here. 

2np Boy: T for the tulips that blossom 
each year. 

3rD Gir: E is for Easter, a bright, 
happy day. 

3rp Boy: R for the rabbits who’ve 
come here to say — 

Rassits: Happy Easter, everyone! 
(Curtain) 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 84) 





PRODUCTION NOTES 
Rassits, RaBBits, RABBITS 

Characters: 12 male; 7 female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes. 

Costumes: Willie and Toby are dressed as 
clowns. Consult illustrated editions of the 
various stories mentioned for costume sug- 
gestions for the story-book characters. The 
boys and girls wear everyday clothes. 

Properties: Large handkerchief, for Willie; 
blonde wig and duster, for Toby; handker- 
chief, for Peter Rabbit; watch, for White 
Rabbit; basket of Easter eggs and six large 
pieces of cardboard with letters spelling 
“Faster,” for Easter Bunny. 

Setting: A television studio decorated for 
Easter. At center is a desk with drawers. 
In the drawers are papers, rubbers, hats, 
etc., plus the blonde wig and duster for 
Toby. At each side of the stage are rows of 
chairs. 

Lighting: No special effects. 


NOW AVAILABLE 


CATALOG 


of Plays Previously Published 

and Still in Active Demand. 
Here is a selected list of more than 500 
plays from past issues of PLAYS, The 
Drama Magazine for Young People. 





The play descriptions, each of which 
contains a plot summary, setting, and 
number of characters, are grouped un- 
der the following popular headings: 


Book Week 

Christmas 

Columbus Day 

Comedies 

Easter 

Fairy Tales, Folk 
Tales, Legends 

Foreign Lands 

Graduation and 
Promotion 

Halloween 

Health and Safety 

Lincoln's Birthday 

Melodramas and Farces 


Memorial Day 
Mother's Day 
Mysteries 

Patriotic and Historical 
Plays for All-Boy Casts 
Plays for All-Girl Casts 
Radio Plays 

Science Fiction 

Skits and Short Comedies 
Thanksgiving 

United Nations 
Valentine's Day 
Washington's Birthday 


This catalog will be a convenient guide 
for subscribers who may wish to refer 
to material previously published in the 
magazine. Send for your free copy of 
this 48-page catalog. 


PLAYS, Inc., Publishers 


8 ARLINGTON ST., BOSTON 16, MASS 

















PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Sitty Princesses 
(Play on pages 57-64) 
Characters: 4 male; 5 female. 
Playing Time: 20 minutes. 


Costumes: Court costumes. The three prin- 
cesses are dressed alike, except for pink, 
blue, and yellow veils. Kings wear crowns, 
and prince and princesses wear smaller 
crowns. Sally wears a maid’s uniform and 
cap. Schoolmaster wears a black suit and 
Schoolmaster’s Mother wears a black dress 
with a shawl. 


Properties: Books, papers, pencils, feather 
duster, paper bag with cookies in it, dunce 
cap, tiddliwinks, colored stones, hand- 
kerchief, needle and thread, scarf, and 
rubbers. 


Setting: The palace schoolroom. The school- 
master’s desk is at left, and facing it on the 
right are three small desks. At the back 
of the room are shelves and a blackboard. 


Lighting: No special effects. 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Missine Girt 
(Play on pages 71-74) 


Characters: 5 male; 4 female; as many extra 
male and female as desired for Courtiers 
and Ladies. 


Playing Time: 15 minutes. 


Costumes: Royal robes for Queen, King, and 
Princess. Court costumes for Ladies in Wait- 
ing, Ladies and Courtiers. Uniforms for 
Guards. Traditional jester’s costume, for 
Jester. 


| Properties: Large gift-wrapped box, large 


camera on tripod, and hand mirror. 


| Setting: The throne room. At center are two 
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thrones. If desired, there may be another 
smaller throne for the Princess. Near the 
thrones are several very large boxes, tied 
with ribbons. 


Lighting: No special effects. 





Part Four 


Radio Play 





Don Quixote 


by Miguel de Cervantes 
Adapted by Lewy Olfson 


Characters 
Don QurxorTe 
2 VILLAGERS 
Qurxorr’s NIECE 
CURATE 
SANCHO PANZA 
TERESA, his wife 
BENEDICTINE FRIAR 
TRAVELING LADY 
3 PRISONERS 
GUARD 
NARRATOR 
Don Quixote (With a proud flourish): 
I challenge thee in the name of 
Dulcinea del Toboso! 
Music: Light theme. 


NARRATOR: One of the most famous of 


all fictional characters is the noble 
knight-errant created by the Spanish 
writer, Miguel de Cervantes. This 
knight gave his heart to the ac- 
complishment of impossible tasks; 
he gave his mind to the pursuit of 
justice and truth; and he gave his 
name to all noble and lost causes. 
Ladies and gentlemen, here is the 
story of one of literature’s most 
sterling heroes, Don Quixote of La 
Mancha. 


Music: Rollicking theme. 
NARRATOR: In La Mancha, one of the 


provinces of Spain, lives Don Quix- 
ote, a gangling, gawky, gregarious 
scholar, of fifty years. Baldheaded, 
bowlegged, near-sighted and spindle- 
shanked, poor old Don Quixote is 


the laughingstock of the village. 
Everyone knows him; everyone likes 
him; and everyone laughs at him. 

Ist VILLAGER (Fading on): There goes 
old Don Quixote, with his nose in a 
book, as usual. 

2np ViLLAGER: The doddering simple- 
ton! How does his niece put up with 
him? 

ist VitLaGEeR: Oh, he doesn’t do any 
harm. And he certainly means well 
enough. 

2nND VILLAGER: Aye, he means well. 
But look at the trouble he’s always 
getting himself into! Always reading 
books, always studying, muddling 
everything he learns until it’s back 
side to and upside down and inside 
out! He doesn’t live in our world. 
He lives in a world of his own! 
The days of chivalry and knight- 
errantry have long since died on 
earth, but they live yet in the mind 
of Don Quixote. 

Ist VittaGEr: Oh, let the old codger 
alone. What harm does he do any- 
one? Let poor old Don Quixote stay 
in his dream world of make-believe! 

Music: Bright theme. 

Narrator: “His dream world of make- 
believe . . .” This is as accurate a 
picture as anyone could paint of 
what life is like for Don Quixote; 
for the old man truly does believe 
everything that is written in his 
romantic books of long ago. There 





he is now, sitting under that apple 
tree, musing about the latest ad- 
ventures of some starry-eyed young 
hero in a novel. Let’s listen to him — 
Don Qurxore: “And they lived hap- 
pily ever after.” (Sighs) I’m glad it 
all came right in the end. But I’m 
sorry that the end has come so fast. 
With so much evil in the world, it’s 
nice to read about some goodness 
once in a while. But why should 
there be evil in the world? Surely 
it could be stamped out. But of 
course. Why should this thought, 
which so suddenly jolts into my mind 
like a fistful of lightning, never have 
come to me before? At last, my 


mission in life is' made clear. I 
must take up arms! I must mount 
my gallant steed! I must right the 
wrongs of the world, and thus do 
honor to my lady love! 


But... 
I have no arms, no steed. I have no 
lady love. How can that be? I 
know I am a true knight-errant, for 
I feel like one. Therefore I must be 
one. As for armor, I’ll make myself a 
shield out of pasteboard and paint. 
My niece’s old horse shall be my 
steed; I shall call her Rosinante, 
which signifies Finest Horse of All. 
And as for a lady love — there was 
a country girl in Toboso, once, who 
smiled at me as I passed her picking 
cabbages in a field. She will be my 
lady. I shall call her — I shall call 
her — Dulcinea del Toboso, and in 
her name I shall fight the gallant 
wars of knight-errantry. That’s it. 
I shall have arms, a steed, and a 
lady love! Behold the knight-errant, 
Don Quixote! 

Music: Happy theme. 


Narrator: While Don Quixote dreams 
his innocent dreams of glory, how- 
ever, his niece, with whom he makes 
his home, is having an urgent con- 
ference with the local curate about 
her uncle. 

Niece: Satan take his books, and all 
his learning too, for they have 
robbed my dear uncle of his senses! 
Oh, what am I to do? 

Curate: Have you tried reasoning 
with Don Quixote? 

Niece: Reasoning! My uncle will 
listen to no reason. Unless what you 
have to say is filled with giants and 
sorcerers and captive princesses, 
he’ll have none of your reasoning. 
Oh, I could cry with fury! His 
books, aye, all of them, deserve to 
be burned to ashes and cinders! 

Curate: They deserve to be burned, 
did you say? Why, there you have 
the very idea. Let us build a huge 
bonfire, and consign all your uncle’s 
books to the flames. That, I war- 
rant, will be the end of his foolish 
notions. 

Niece: Why, what a wonderful idea! 
And with what joy will I chuck 
those volumes one after the other 
into the roaring furnace. But come, 
good curate. There’s work to be 
done. We must haul down the book- 
shelves, set the wood afire in the 
grate. Come, give me a hand. 
There’s little time to lose. 

Curate: Oh, what a service this book- 
burning will be to Don Quixote. 
You, his niece, will prove his guard- 
ian angel in disguise. 

Niece: Come, good curate. Come to 
the library. We'll bring back my 
uncle’s sanity yet. 





Music: Active theme. 

NarRRATOR: Imagine Don Quixote’s 
dismay when, upon arriving home 
an hour later, he sees his precious 
volumes of magic, sorcery, fiction 
and fact, his treasures of knight- 
hood’s legends, heaped in a blazing 
pile on the hearth, the smoke of 
learning curling up the chimney. 

Don Qurixore (In anguish): Niece! 
Niece! What devilry have we here? 

Niece (Fading on): Oh, Uncle, a most 
dreadful thing has happened! A 
most frightful thing! 

Don Qurxore: M.st frightful, most 
dreadful indeed! What are all my 
books doing in the fireplace? Why 
are they enveloped by flame? 

Niece (Stammering): Now don’t be 
angry, Uncle, for it’s not of my 
doing. A — a sorceress came into 
the house. 

Don Qurxore: A sorceress, you say? 

Niece: Well, I think she was a sor- 
ceress. She had a black cloak on, 
and a long white beard, and she 
rode a broomstick. 

Don Qurxots: Yes, yes; that would be 
a sorceress, all right. 

Niece: Well, she — she took all your 
books and threw them onto the 
hearth. Then she said a — a magic 
word. 

Don Qurxors (Excitedly): What magic 
word did she say? 

Niece: I — I don’t remember. I 
didn’t hear her too clearly. At any 
rate, the books went up in flames. 

Don Qurxore (Wailing): Oh, what is 
to be done? What is to be done? 

Nrece: It seems to me that you are to 
give up all your reading nonsense. 
That’s what’s to be done. 
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Don Qurxore: Never! Whoever did 
this dastardly deed must be pun- 
ished. I must be avenged! Niece, 
bring me my sword! 

Niece (Jncredulously): Uncle, what 
are you saying? 

Don Qurixore: I have sworn an oath 
to right all the wrongs of this 
world, in the name of my beloved, 
Dulcinea del Toboso. The time has 
come, I see, for me to journey forth 
into the world on my mission. Fare- 
well, my niece. I must go! (Fading) 
Make way for Don Quixote of La 
Mancha! 

Niece (Jn despair): God help us all! 
My uncle is madder than ever. 

Music: light-hearted theme. 

Narrator: And so Don Quixote, his 
hopes high, his determination rigid, 
and his heart as light as the song of 
birds, claps on his pasteboard hel- 
met, takes up his rusty lance and 
clambers onto the back of his 
rickety, underfed, overworked horse, 
whom he has named Rosinante. As 
he trots his way across the village 
square in ridiculous splendor, he is 
hailed by the village loafer and 
ne’er-do-well, one Sancho Panza. 

Panza: Ho, there! Don Quixote! 
Where are you off to on this fine 
day, in that ludicrous costume? 

Don Quixote: Infidel! Only your ig- 
norance, Sancho Panza, prevents my 
lopping off your head for such an 
insult to the knight-errant who has 
pledged himself to the service of 
Dulcinea del Toboso! Ludicrous 
indeed! 

Panza: Knight-errant, eh? Night- 
mare-ant would be more like it, I’d 
say. Where are you going, Quixote? 





Don Qurxore: I go to seek my fortune 
in the world. I go to avenge the 
wrongs done me by some unnamed, 
but horrible, sorceress. I gotoenforce 
justice in the country, to replace 
evil with honor. 

PANzZA: Quite a job you’ve cut out for 
yourself. And you’re going on this 
wild goose chase alone? 

Don Quixore: Although a true knight 
should have a squire, I cannot allow 
the lack of one to prevent me from 
fulfilling my mission. 

Panza: But who will protect you, old 
man? 

Don Qurxore: I shall need no other 
protection than mine own good right 
arm, and the love of my lady, the 
fairest of ‘the fair, Dulcinea del 
Toboso. It does seem a shame, 
though, that I have no squire to ac- 
company me, for a true knight may 
never gather riches, and I am sure to 
encounter great wealth along my 
journey. 

Panza: Great wealth, eh? 

Don Qurxore: Of a surety, Sancho 
Panza. Now, if I had a squire — 

Panza: He would be allowed to keep 
the fortune? 

Don Qurxore: Exactly. Also, if I 
were find a man worthy and 
willing to serve as my squire, I 
would make him Governor of the 
Island. 

Panza: Governor of the Island? What 
island? 

Don Qurxore: Of whichever island I 
conquered first. Or, if I happened to 
annex a kingdom or two, my squire 
would fare even better. (Sighs) But 

No 

one will benefit from my journeys. 


to 


alas, Sancho, I have no squire. 
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Panza: Well, what’s wrong with me, 
Don Quixote? 

Don Qurxorte: You? 

Panza: Aye, me! Sancho Panza! I 
could be of great help to yon. cer- 
tainly. And I wouldn’t mind pick- 
ing up a little gold along the way, 
if it happened to come across our 
path, of course. Why not accept 
me as your squire? 

Don Qurxore: Do you have a gallant 
steed? 
Panza: I 

Dapple. 

Don Qurxore: Very well, then, Sancho 
Panza. You may be my squire. 

Panza: One thing more, though. 
When I become governor of this 
island, will my wife, Teresa, become 
Governess? 

Don Qurxore: Who doubts it? Teresa 
shall be Governess, with a golden 
crown upon her head. 

Panza: And a fine place for her, too, 
on an island! Since she is to gain 
as much from my traveling with 
you as I am, I don’t see that she 
would object to my accompanying 
you. 

Don Quixote: What could she have to 
object to in your accompanying the 
most noble knight of all, Don 
Quixote of La Mancha? 

Panza: Nothing, I suppose — but 
then, you don’t know my wife, 
Teresa. 

TERESA 
Sancho! Sancho Panza! 

Panza (Quickly): That’s my little lady- 
bird calling me now. Let’s hurry 
and be on our way. 

Don Qurxore: Surely you aren’t 
afraid of facing your wife, Panza. 


have a gallant donkey, 


(Screaming, far off mike): 





Panza (Quickly): No, no, no, of course 
not. It’s just that I’d hate to see 
her tears at my farewell. (Fading) 
Come on, Don Quixote, let’s be on 
our way. 

Teresa (Screaming, far off mike): 
Sancho, you lazy good-for-nothing! 
Sancho Panza! 

Music: Gay theme. 

Narrator: And so Don Quixote of La 
Mancha, and his faithful, if some- 
what henpecked, squire, Sancho 
Panza, plod out of their little village, 
and make their way to the highway 
which will lead them to adventure, 
nobility and rich reward. Much to 
Sancho’s amazement, his master 
seems to have no definite route in 
mind, but is content to go whichever 
way his poor old nag, Rosinante, 
may lead him. For several days 
they travel in this desultory fashion, 
finding neither rest nor adventure; 


and soon Sancho Panza begins to 
worry about the chance of running 
out of food. 

Panza: Good Don Quixote, enough of 


this foolishness. Where is the ad- 
venture you have been talking so 
much about? Where are the riches 
and kingdoms we were so sure to 
find? For days now, all I’ve seen is 
the back of your head and the rump 
of your horse. Enough! 

Don Qurxore: Patience, worthy squire. 
There is evil enough in the world, 
and I am confident that soon we 
will come upon a wrong that must 
be righted. 

Panza: Oh, we'll come upon one all 
right — if we don’t starve to death 
beforehand! Our supply of food is 
sorely dwindled. There’s barely 


enough for one more meal, and I am 
already getting hungry. 

Don QurxorTe: You will have food and 
drink enough when we get to your 
island. And riches, too. 

Panza: Have you seen any island since 
we left La Mancha? I haven’t. I’ve 
seen goats and sheep and fields of 
wheat galore, but not a single island 
have we come across, although my 
eyes are near bulging out of their 
sockets in the search. 

Don Qurxore: Peace! I see something 
right now — something more im- 
portant to us than islands. 

Panza (Ezcitedly): What is it? <A 
picnic lunch that some travelers 
have forgotten in their haste? Or 
an inn, perhaps, where we can find 
food and lodging? 

Don QurxotTe: Look over there, 
Sancho Panza! I see giants! 

Panza (Terrified): G — g — giants? 

Don Qutxore: We have found our 
first adventure! Those are evil 
giants that must be conquered! 
See how they stretch out their arms 
to bar our way? 

Panza: But, sir! Those aren’t giants. 
Those are windmills. 

Don Qurxore: Hmph! How like your 
simple ways, Sancho, to mistake 
those giants for windmills. And 
evil giants they are, too. I under- 
stand that they can reach down with 
their long arms and pick up a man, 
though he be fifty miles away. 

Panza: Fifty miles! Then aren’t we 
a little too close to them, sir? 

Don Qurxore: I will go closer yet. If 
you’re afraid of them, you can stay 
behind, and let me charge them 
alone. 





Panza: They’re only windmills. Oh, 
Lord, take care of my poor friend’s 
muddled brain. 

Don Qurxore (Calling out): Stand 
your ground, wicked giants! I, Don 
Quixote of La Mancha, valiant 
knight-errant, challenge you to mor- 
tal combat! (Fading) In the name of 
Dulcinea del Toboso! 

Panza: Oh, Lord, he’s rushing straight 
for them! (Calling out) Sire, it’s a 
windmill! Oh no, he’s charging! 
He’s caught his lance in one of the 
sails! It’s pulling him off his horse! 

Don Qurxote (Off mike): Aiiii-eeeee! 

Panza (Breathlessly) : Oh, Don Quixote, 
speak to me! Speak to me! Don 


Quixote, are you all right? 

Don Qurxore (Moaning): Oh, I can’t 
tell you how painful that fall was, 
because it’s against the rules of 
knighthood to make complaint. 

Panza: But at least you’re alive, sire, 


and that’s something. 

Don Qurxors: Oh, those evil giants! 
Just as I was about to attack, they 
turned themselves into windmills. 
Cowards! Cowards! No doubt it 
was a trick of that same sorceress 
who destroyed my library. 

Panza: Don Quixote, your lance has 
been broken into splinters. What 
will you do for another? 

Don Qurxore (Grandly): V'll do what 
the books say all knights did in 
similar circumstances. Sancho Panza, 
the next time we come to an oak 
tree, remind me to pull it up — by 
the roots. 

Music: Rollicking theme. 

Narrator: After his first adventure of 
tilting with windmills, Don Quixote 
finds that the business of being a 


knight is even easier than he would 
have believed. Everywhere he 
looks, whichever way he turns, he 
seems to come face to face with 
another daring adventure. 

Panza: Let us move over to the side 
of the road, Don Quixote, to make 
room for this coach that approaches. 

Don Qurxore: Make room for it, did 
you say? Foolish Sancho Panza, we 
must stop the coach and challenge 
the driver. 

Panza: Challenge the driver! Have 
you lost your wits, sir? It is only 
a lady, being accompanied on her 
travels by a Benedictine friar. Why 
must we challenge them? 

Don Qurxore (Laughing): A lady! 
Accompanied by a friar! Oh, my 
poor friend, any simpleton can see 
at once that it is a captive damsel 
in distress, being carried off by some 
brigand. 

Panza: You’re mad to say it. Why 
don’t you admit that it’s just a 
traveler? 

Don Qurxore: I am not deceived, and 
as a knight-errant, it is my duty to 
stop the villainous kidnaper and set 
the lady free. Stop, you blackguard, 
and proceed no farther! 

Friar (Fading on): Peace be with you, 
good sir. Why do you call me black- 
guard, and why do you block our 
way? 

Don Qurxore: Cursed villain, set this 
princess free! 

Friar (Perplexed): What princess? 

Lapy (Slightly off mike): Why have we 
stopped, good friar? 

Don Qurxore: Fair princess, I, Don 
Quixote of La Mancha, have de- 
livered your highness from the 





clutches of this evil abductor. 

Lavy: Good friar, what is he talking 
about? 

Friar: Madame, I believe his wits are 
strayed. Good sir, will you let us 
pass? 

Don Qurxors: Never, as long as she 
is your prisoner. 

Panza: Good master, listen to reason! 

Don Qutxore: Quiet, Sancho! Sir, I 
challenge you in the name of the 
fairest of the fair, Dulcinea del To- 
boso! 

Lavy: Oh, please, sir, don’t fight over 
me! 

Don Qurxore: Rest easy, my lady. I 
ask no reward for saving you, but 
that you let everyone know that it 
was I, Don Quixote, that was your 
rescuer. 

F rrr: For the last time, sir, will you 
let us pass? 

Don Qurxore: Never! 
sword, sir! Have on! 

Sounp: Clash of swords. 

Lapy (Screaming): Heavens! 
mercy! The man is mad! 

Don Qurxore (Triumphantly): There, 
madame, the deed is done. See how 
the villain’s head is beneath my foot. 
I have conquered him. 

Lapy (Angrily): You fool, he is no 
villain, but my good friend, and a 
monk of the Benedictine order 
as good a man as ever lived. 
him up this instant, I tell you! 

Don Qurxore: Only if he will promise 
to go to Toboso at once, and let the 
gallant Dulcinea see for herself how 
I have laid him low for her sake. 

Lavy: He’ll promise you anything — 
— anything — only let him up so 
that we may continue our journey. 


Draw your 


Have 


Let 
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Don Qurxore (Graciously) : Your wish, 
good princess, is my command. 
Arise, you blackguard, and escort 
this lady in safety to her destination! 
And do not forget for an instant that 
it was only her efforts on your behalf 
that allow you to escape with your 
life. 

Lavy: Come along, Friar. The man is 
mad. 

Friar (Fading): Mad he is indeed. 

Don Qurxore: Well, Sancho Panza, 
my squire. Now you know how it 
is done, this business of vanquishing 
the villains of the world. Did I not 
complete the task with dispatch? 

Panza (Shuddering): You did indeed 
. .. God forgive you for it! 

Don Qurxore (Confidently): I see now 
that there is no great difficulty in 
being a knight-errant. I shall have 
no trouble at all in fulfilling my 
mission. World of adventure, make 
way for Don Quixote! 

Music: Gay theme. 

NarRATOR: With such a knack for 
turning innocent events into the 
most glorious of medieval sallies, 
Don Quixote finds ample oppor- 
tunity for displaying his gallantry 
on every hand. 

Panza (Coughing): Plague take these 
clouds of dust! A man can hardly 
see in which direction his donkey is 
carrying him. 

Don Qurxore: Plague take the dust, 
indeed. What do you think causes 
it, my worthy squire? 

Panza: It’s plainly the herds of sheep 
that are crossing the road, sir. 

Don Qurxote: Nonsense! There’s 
only one thing could make the dust 
rise so high and hard. 





Panza: I’m almost afraid to ask what 
you think it is! 

Don Qurxore: It is an enemy army. 
And where there is an army, there 
are oppressed peasants. We must 
ride to their rescue! 

Panza: No, no, sir, it is no 
it is — 

Don Qurxore (Interrupting): I say it 
isan army! Listen to their barbaric 
cries of ““Baaa! Baaa!”’ Stay here 
and wait for me, Sancho. I shall 
fight them single-handed! (Fading) 
Take heart, my peasant friends, for 
Don Quixote rides to your rescue! 
Chaaaaarge! 

Panza (Weakly): First it was wind- 
mills. Then a poor Benedictine 
monk. Now Don Quixote is off to 
fight his gallant fight with a flock of 
sheep. Oh, Lord in Heaven, what 
next? 


army; 


Music: Light-hearted theme. 

Don Quvurxore: Look, Sancho! A 
magician’s castle! 
it! (Fading) In the name of Dul- 
cinea! 

Panza (Calling out): That’s no castle, 


We must storm 


Don Quixote. It’s an inn. 

Music: Quivering chord. 

Don QurxoTe: Wait here, Sancho 
Panza! I see another task for my 
knightly arm. Up ahead — a pro- 
cession of enchanted goblins. 
(Fading) In the name of Dulcinea! 

Panza (Aghast): The man is mad. 
That’s a funeral — with torch- 
bearers. 

Music: Another chord, higher than the 
first. 

Don Qurxorte: Look, my friend. There, 
lying in the road, is just what I 


am in need of. A helmet. Help me 
put it on. 

Panza: But, sir, that’s no helmet. 
It’s a slop basin. 

Don QurxorTe: I say it is a helmet, 
Panza. Help me put it on. 

Music: Another, higher chord. 

Don Qurxore: Look, Sancho. Up 
ahead. What is that line of men? 

Panza (Frightened): Oh, sir, don’t 
bother with them. They’re prisoners 
of the law. See how they are chained, 
one to another? Don’t have any- 
thing to do with them, sir. You'll 
only cause trouble. 

Don Quixote: It is my job as a 
knight, Sancho, to help those in 
distress, to free those who are en- 
slaved. Perhaps I can help these 
miserable fellows. 

Panza (Fading): Well, sir, this is one 
adventure I’ll have nothing to do 
with. 

Don Qurxore: Very well, then, I shall 
proceed alone. You, sir. How do 
you happen to be chained up like 
that? 

Ist Prisoner (Plaintively): Oh, sir, 
I am a prisoner because of love. I 
fell in love with someone else’s 
wallet. 

Don Qurxore: And you, fellow. Why 
are you chained hand and foot? 

2np Prisoner: Good sir, I am chained 
for singing. Under torture, I sang 
a song of treason. 

Don Qurxore: And what’s your reason 
for being a prisoner, my good man? 

3RD PriIsoNER: I am here for being 
confused. I was confused between 
what was mine and what was some- 
body else’s. 





GuarpD (Fading on): Hey there, old 
man! 

Don Qurxore: And who might you be, 
that walk about free while the others 
here wear chains? 

GuarpD: I’m the prison guard, that’s 
who I am. And these men are my 
prisoners. 

Don Qurxotse: Then you are the one 
who has the key to open the locks 
that chain these men together? 

Guarp: Indeed I am; and I’d like to 
see someone try and take it from me! 

Don Qurxore: Well, sir, I am the man 
who will try. I am Don Quixote, of 
La Mancha, as gallant a knight as 
ever rode a steed. These men have 
committed crimes of which I, too, 
am guilty: loving, singing, and being 
confused. They must be released at 
once! Hand over the key! 

Guarp: You must be mad, old 
stranger. These men are criminals. 
They go to the galleys. 

Don Qurxore: If you will not give 
me the key in peace, I see I must 
challenge you for it. 

ist Prisoner: Don’t be a fool, Don 
Quixote. 

2np Prisoner: The guard is younger 
than you — and stronger. 

3rD Prisoner: You'll never get the 
key away from him. 

Guarp: The prisoners are right, old 
man. 

Don Qourxore: It is my mission to 
right the evil in the world, so I must 
try. Put up your fists, guard! 

Guarp: All right, old man, if you in- 
sist. But you'll be sorry. 

Sounp: Grunts, as they fight. 

lst Prisoner: The guard will murder 
him! 


2ND Prisoner: I can’t bear to watch 
it! 

3RD PRISONER: But look! Don Quixote 
is winning! 

2nD Prisoner: He must be a sorcerer! 

3RD PRISONER: The guard is down on 
the ground! 


Ist PrisoneR: Don Quixote has 
knocked him unconscious! 

Don Qurxore (Panting): Once again 
I have proved that justice triumphs 
over evil! Here is the key, my 
friends, and with it, your freedom. 
Never forget, though, that your 
rescuer was Don Quixote of La 
Mancha, and he saved you in the 
name of the fairest of the fair, 
Dulcinea del Toboso! 

Music: Happy theme. 


Narrator: After these, and many 
other, adventures, Don Quixote and 
Sancho Panza find that the road 
they are following leads them back 
to La Mancha. Finding themselves 
in their own village again, they re- 
solve to. visit with their friends and 
families for a few days before setting 
out again on further adventures. 
Everyone flocks to the home of 
poor old Don Quixote’s niece to 
listen to the old knight tell of his ad- 
ventures, but when he speaks, they 
all fall to laughing at him. At last, 
Quixote realizes that he will only 
find happiness again by taking to 
the road, and so he sends word to 
Sancho Panza, who is visiting with 
his wife, Teresa, and tells him that 
they will be leaving La Mancha 
on the morrow. 

Teresa (Angrily): Tomorrow! Did 
you say you’re leaving me again to 





go on your fool’s errand tomorrow, 
husband Sancho? 

Panza (Meekly): Gently, Teresa, my 
wife. It is what Don Quixote wishes. 

Teresa: I am tired of what Don Quix- 
ote wishes. Don’t my wishes count 
for anything? For months you’ve 
been away from La Mancha, and 
now, after only two days at home, 
you're off again. 

Panza: Surely you wouldn’t want the 
old man to go alone, would you? 

Teresa: Why not? Just because he’s 
a fool, you don’t have to be one as 
well. 

Panza: But I — I enjoy our journeys 
together. 

Teresa: You enjoy them? You mean 
to tell me that you like all this 
dancing and prancing across the 
countryside, on foolish errands that 
never put a scrap of silver into your 
pocket? 

Panza: It’s something that’s hard to 
explain. I — I believe in Don 
Quixote. 

Teresa: That madman? 

Panza: He’s not mad! He may sound 
mad, but there’s sense in everything 
he says. Besides, I promised him I 
would go with him, and I never go 
back on my word. 

Teresa: He’s a lunatic! 
you an island! 

Panza: You'll see, Teresa. Someday 


Promising 


I shall have my island. And when 
Don Quixote gets it for me, I’ll send 
for you straight off. 

TERESA: Don Quixote! Don Quixote! 
I wish I had never heard the name of 
Don Quixote. 

Panza: No, no, my wife. You should 
be thankful that you know him, and 
that Iam given the honor of being 
a squire to him. 

Teresa: And why, may I ask? 

Panza: Because Don Quixote is a man 
in love — in love with justice, and 
truth, and with noble causes. 

Music: Sentimental theme, in 
under. 

Narrator: Early the next morning, 
the Knight of the Woeful Figure, 
Don Quixote of La Mancha, and his 
trusty squire, Sancho Panza, once 
more mount their steeds and head 
out of their sleepy village in search 
of further adventure. How they 
fight great battles, with grand vic- 
tories, find their wonderful island 
and come face to face with the real 
Dulcinea del Toboso — these stories 
are told in Miguel de Cervantes’ im- 
mortal classic, Don Quizote. 

Don Qurxore (Valiantly): In the 
name of Dulcinea del Toboso, make 
way for Don Quixote of La Mancha. 

Music: Triumphant theme, full to 
jinish. 


and 


THE END 





Part Five 


Book Reviews 





Spotlight 


FoLKsones AND Foornores. By Theodore 
Bikel. Meridian Books. Paperbound, $2.95; 
Clothbound, $4.95. 

Subtitled “An International Songbook,’ 
this varied collection contains eighty-four 
songs — both old favorites and lesser-known 
tunes — from France, Spain, England 
Mexico, Russia, Israel, Rumania, Ireland and 
the United States. The introduction, com- 
mentaries and translations by Theodore 
Bikel, a well-known folksinger and actor, pro- 
vide much valuable information on the back- 
ground, meaning, and methods of performing 
each song. (Juntor High and up) 


Tue Reat Boox Asovut Journautism. By 
M. G. Bonner. Garden City Books. $1.95. 
This most recent addition to “The Real 

Book Series” should be one of the most popu- 
lar titles in the series, since it deals vividly 
with a subject of major interest to young 
people. The book contains many fascinating 
accounts of colorful newspaper personalities 
and stories, and explains ~ today’s news- 
papers are written, edited, printed, and dis- 
tributed. (Junior High and up) 


Nava. Batries AND Herozgs, By the Editors 
of American Heritage. Narrative by Wilbur 
Cross in consultation with Rear Admiral 
John B. Heffernan, U.S.N. American 
Heritage Pub. Co. 83.50. 

This handsomely illustrated volume is the 
sixth American Heritage Junior Library book 
to be published, and covers the history of the 
U.S. Navy in North America from the tiny 
fleet of 1775 to the great Pacific fleets of 
World War II. The exciting stories of battles 
and the courageous exploits of Naval heroes 
are vividly set down here, and the excellent 
pictures supplement the clear, readable text. 
(Junior High and up) 


Tuomas JErreRsSON AND His Wortp. By 
Henry Moscow, in consultation with Dumas 
Malone. American Heritage Publishing Co. 
$3.50. 

Another of the colorfully illustrated books 
in the American Heritage Junior Library, this 
volume tells the story of Thomas Jefferson — 
his work for the revolution, his accomplish- 
ments as President, and his versatility as 
writer, lawyer, architect, inventor, and 
planter. (M iddle grades and up) 


on Books 


Tue Curistmas Tree. By Daniel J. Foley. 

Chilton Co. $3.50. 

The history, folklore, symbolism, tradi- 
tions, legends and stories of the Christmas 
tree are presented in this illustrated volume 
that contains many fascinating facts about 
Christmas customs and celebrations. Teach- 
ers will find this book a valuable source of 
Christmas ideas and information; teen-agers 
will enjoy following the many suggestions for 
modern holiday decorations. _ (Middle Grades 
and up) 


Danny Kayer’s ArRouND THE WorLD Story 

Boox. Random House. $4.95. 

While Danny Kaye was traveling for 
UNICEF, it occurred to him that if children 
everywhere could exchange favorite stories, 
‘St would be almost as wonderful as intro- 
ducing all the children of the world to one 
another.’ The result is this colorful, varied 
collection of 104 stories, legends, fairy tales 
and fables — a beautifully illustrated treasury 
of folk literature that includes many selections 
from Africa, South America and the Orient 
as well as stories from the United States and 
the European countries. (Middle grades) 


Tue GoLpEeN AGE or RatLroaps. By Stewart 

H. Holbrook. Random House. $1.95. 

An informative and fascinating account of 
the growth of American railroads, this Land- 
mark Book traces the achievement of the 
railroads from 1830 to the 1920’s. The part 
the railroads played in the expansion of 
America is clearly and vividly cxphiiatile and 
the brief sketches of the men who pioneered 
in building our great railroads make exciting 


reading. (M 


Att Aspour UNpERsSEA EXPLORATION. 
Ruth Brindze. Random House. $1.95. 
As far as anyone knows, Earth is the only 

planet that has vast, deep seas; these oceans 

occupy 14 times as much space as all the land 
above sea level, and the author of this book 
believes that “the exploration of the undersea 
world is as important as probing outer space.” 

The ‘“Allabout Books” are noted for their 

well-illustrated, accurate presentations of 

scientific subjects, and this title, explaining 
how man solves the mysteries of the ocean, is 

a fine addition to the series. (Middle grades) 


By 
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{ RECENT 
_ BOOKS 


Comedies and Farces 
for Teen-Agers 


by Jonn Murray 


A new collection of hilarious one-act 
comedies and farces by a popular play- 
wright. Teen-agers will delight in the 
amusing characters, uproarious plots, 
and wide variety of settings for these 15 
plays, which provide wholesome enter- 
tainment to suit the interests and 
talents of young actors. 


Junior and Senior High 387 pgs. $4.95 


Children’s Plays from 
Favorite Stories 


edited by Sytv1a E. KAMERMAN 


An anthology of 50 short plays adapted 
from fables, legends, folk tales, and 
fairy tales. Snow White, Cinderella, 
The Three Little Kittens, Red Riding 
Hood, Rapunzel, Rumpelstiltskin, Puss- 
in-Boots, and Pandora’s Box are among 
the all-time favorites included. 


Lower and Middle Grades 583 pgs., $5.95 


Four-Star Radio Plays 
for Teen-Agers 


edited by A. S. Burack 


Young people are sure to enjoy these 
12 radio-style adaptations from great 
literature. (Pride and Prejudice, Lorna 
Doone, Great Expectations, Treasure 
Island, Huckleberry Finn, etc.) A 
minimum of rehearsal and no memori- 
zation make these dramatizations ideal 
for classroom reading. 


Junior and Senior High 246 pgs., $4.00 
(Standard Clothbound Edition) 


PLAYS, INC. 


Publishers 
8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 
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Spotlight on Books 


Tue Crry Unper tHe Back Sreps. By 
Evelyn Sibley Lampman. Doubleday & Co. 
$2.95. 

Craig and his cousin Jill are reduced to 
minute size and taken prisoner by an ant 
colony. They become involved in the daily 
routine of the colony, and learn all about the 
fascinating organization of the ant world be- 
fore they are permitted to return to their 
former sizes. (Middle grades) 


DraGon 1n Dancer. By Rosemary Manning. 

Doubleday & Co. $2.50. 

An amusing story set in England that de- 
scribes in hilarious detail the latest adventure 
of R. Dragon, who leaves his cave on the 
Cornish coast to visit his friend Sue. Young 
readers will be delighted by this improbable 
dragon’s escapades. (Middle grades) 


TaLes or A Common Picgon. By Sara 

Weeks. Houghton Mifflin Co. $2.76. 

A delightful book about a highly personable 
group of characters that inhabit the Boston 
Common — Stump, the squirrel; Whisk, the 
English sparrow; Old Blue, the “Common 
pigeon,” and others. (Lower Grades and up) 


A Parr or Rep Cioas. By Masako Matsuno. 

World Publishing Co. $3.00. 

A child’s delight in a new pair of shoes is 
the same all over the world, and Mako, a little 
Japanese girl, loved her new red clogs. This 
story tells how she cracked them playing the 
weather-telling game, and how she told her 
mother what had happened. (Lower grades) 


Favortre TaLes rroM SHAKESPEARE. By 
Charles and Mary Lamb. Edited by Morris 
Schreiber. Grosset and Dunlap. $1.95. 

The basic plots and themes of seven of the 

favorite plays of Shakespeare are told in a 

simple, interesting manner. 


Tue Srory or Rocks. By Dorothy Shuttles- 
worth. Garden City Books. $2.50. 

Colorful illustrations help to explain to 
children the story of rocks and minerals, 
teaching them how to identify the rocks they 
find. 


EXPLORING THE Universe. By Roy A. 

Gallant. Garden City Books. $2.00. 

The story of the universe, identification of 
the constellations, and the history of as- 
tronomy are taught in an easily under- 
standable way, with clear and colorful il- 
lustrations, 





% PLAYS FOR SPECIAL DAYS ®% 
in March ca 


In addition to the plays for holidays and special occasions in this issue, ok 
subscribers may also obtain plays from previous issues: 


‘ * 
Red Cross Campaign 


Middle Grades 


Tue Bie Dirrerenct 
Tue Bory Wuo Tuovcut He Knew 
Tue Worm Turns 


Junior and Senior High 


Miss Barton Is Neepep 
Tue Secret or Pincupenny MANor 


March 17th — St. Patrick's Day 


Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 


Tue Last Lavar Cae Prize SHAMROCK 
For THE Guory or St. Patrick Tne Last SNAKE IN IRELAND 
Sr. Parnicx’s Eve Tue Wisnine Wei 

Cue Turee Wisnes 


Easter and Spring 


Middle Grades 


SinG THe Sonas or Spr 
Easter Eao Mac 

Fatuer's Easter Hat 

Easter Bunny Maot 

First Day or APRIL 

Aprit Foou 

Morner Eartu'’s New Dress 
Tue Maaic Eaa 

Tue Basurut Bunny 

Ricut or ADOPTION 

Perer’s Easter Basket CoMPANyY 


Junior and Senior High 


BUNNIES AND 

SPRING FEVER 

Tue Case or THe Easter Bonnet 
HEARTS AND FLOWERS 
Tomorrow Is Easter 


NorTHine TO WEAR 


Lower Grades 


Goop Morninea, Mr. Rassit 
A Basket or Acorns 
Easter REMINDERS 

Tue Lazy Littie RarnprRop 
Miss Rostin’s ScHoon 
Bunny Picnic 

Tue BuNNYLAND Bricaps 
Tue First FLrowers 

Easter Eaa Rouiine 


Easter BuNNY ON PLEASANT STREET 
Garpen Houtp-Up 

Cue Biusnine Bunny 

Prue WuHisTLer 

Ine First. Burrerrvy 

Tue Cuoosine or Easter Rapsit 
PLANTING TIME 

Tue Green Tuoumes 

Late Sprina 


Jack Frost's Goopsye Girt 
Serine Is Here 

Tre Cracxep Easter Eao 

Tue Woop Fouk anp THe LittLe Bues 
Hetp WantTep For Easter 

THe NAMING OF THE FLOWERS 

Ine First Easter Eoos 

SprinGc NEIGHBORS 

Spring Is Here 


Weepine Wititow's Happy Day 

Happy Easter TO Maroy 

Tue Green Piper 

Tue Hapry GARDENER 

Tue MAYFLOWER 

Tue Birp Wuo Covutpn't Sina 

Tue Rassits Wo Cuancep THEIR 
MINDs 





Any of these plays from past issues of our magazine, as well as those in the current 
issue, may be produced royalty-free by subscribers. Single copies of individual plays 
may be purchased by current subscribers only for 25c each (50c to nonsubscribers). 
When ordering scripts, please give name under which subscription is listed. Other- 
wise regular price of 50c per copy will be charged. To eliminate bookkeeping, we sug- 
gest that payment accompany playbook orders, especially for small quantities. 
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Bock Collections of 
Royalty-Free Plays far Young People 


STANDARD CLOTHBOUND EDITIONS 


Junior and Senior High | Middle and Lower Grades 


Four-Star Rapio Piays ror TEEN-AGERS*® 
Burack $4.00 


100 PLays ror CHILDREN ** 
Burack $5.95 
Tuirty PLays ror CLassroom ReapING*® 
Durrell and Crossley Text edition) $3.50 


MELODRAMAS AND Farces FOR YOUNG (Trade edition) $4.00 


Actors** . 
Dias $4.50 | HeattH aNnp Sarety Puiays aANp 
PROGRAMS ** 
Piays ror GREAT OccasIONs”* Fisher $4.00 
DuBois $4.00 | Hotrpay Procrams ror Boys AND 
: GIRLs** 
Rapio Piays ror YouNG PEoPLE** Fisher $4.00 
{ e 4.00 
Hackett $4.0 JuNiIoR Piays ror ALL Occasions** 
Hark and McQueen $5.00 
CHILDREN’s Puiays From Favorite 
STORIES* 
Kamerman $5.95 


MopeErn CoMEDIES FOR YOUNG PLAYERS** 
Hark and McQuee i $4.50 


TEEN-AGE Piays FoR ALL Occasions** 
Hark and McQueen $5.00 | Lirrie Piays ror Litr_e PLayers** 
Kamerman $4.00 


Twenty-Five Piays ror Houipays** First PLays ror CHILDREN ** 

Hark and McQueen $5.00 Miller $4.00 
Gotp Mepau Puays ror Houipays*¥ 
BivE-RiBBoNn PLays ror GRADUATION”® Miller $5.00 

Kamerman %°-9 | Plays FoR LIVING AND LEARNING” 

Miller $4.00 
Houipay Puiays ror LitrLe PLayers** 

Newman $4.00 


Houmay Piays ror Treen-Acers** 
Miller $4.50 


On Srace ror TEEN-AGERS** {OUND-THE- YEAR PLAYs FOR CHILDREN* 


Very $3.75 


Miller $5.00 


Prize Piays ror TEEN-AGERS** All Grades 
Miller $5.00 5 : . 
Curistmas PLtays ror Youna Actors** 
’ . sh Surac $4.00 
CoMEDIES AND FarceEs ror TEEN-AGERS" _Baeck ; . 
Murray $4.95 | Four-Srar Puiays ror Boys** 
Burack 
Mystery Piays ror YouNG PEOPLE” CuRI as PLAYS AND PROGRAMS 
Murray 4.50 Fisher $5.00 
Patriotic PLAys AND ProGRAMs** 
{apDIO PLays FROM SHAKESPEARE*’ Fisher and Rabe $4.50 
Olfson $4.00 | Unirep NaTIONS PLAYs AND PROGRAMS** 
Fisher and Rabe $4.00 
Rapro Piays or Famous Srories** SPECIAL PLAys FoR SpecitAL Days** 


Olfson $4.00 Hark and McQueen $4.00 
Suort Piays ror Autt-Boy Casts** 
One-Act Piays ror Aui-Girt Casts** Howard 
Paradis $3.75 | Biug-RipBon PLays ror GIRLS* 
| Kamerman 
CAREER Piays ror YOUNG PEOPLE** A Treasury or Curistmas Piays** 
tichmond $4.00 Kamerman $5. 
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*Listed in the Booklist of the A.L.A 
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